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FOREWORD 

When an American man-of-war has a popu- 
lar captain, sympathetic officers, and a conge- 
nial crew, she is apt to be called by the enlisted 
men a "Happy-Ship." 

The Happy-Ship of these tales was imagined 
before the actual U. S. S. Oklahoma came into 
being. So, while the latter name has been re- 
tained in the following pages, it must be remem- 
bered that the writer has not attempted the re- 
motest allusion to the nation's new battleship 
or to anyone connected with her. 

S. F. W. 
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THE HAPPY-SHIP 

SETTING FORTH THE ADVENTURES OF 

SHORTY ^ PATRICK 



SAILORMEN 

COUNTLESS fugitives from the city's heat 
bore me, as a tide bears a chip, into that 
garish wonderland. Beneath arc-lights, we 
drifted past booths of fortune-tellers, screened 
cages of ^^wild men from Borneo," platforms of 
pseudo-Oriental dancing girls. In our ears 
sounded the cries of showmen, the whine of car- 
ousel pipe-organs, discords from jangling piano 
strings, shrill choruses drifting out of music- 
halls, the peanut oven's incessant whistle. To- 
gether those noises made the music we had come 
to hear: they were the song of Coney Island. 

[7] 



SHORTY AND PATRICK 

A salient racket attracted us: we saw the 
father of all carousels revolving. Round its rim 
charged a cavalcade of varnished monsters; 
these, proud young men and shrieking maidens 
rode, to the snorts and squeals of "rag-time" 
blown from metal organ pipes by steam. 
Through this shindy penetrated, from time to 
time, a song, crescendo and diminuendo, as a 
gilded chariot, drawn seemingly by two apoca- 
lyptic beasts, whirled into sight on one side and, 
in a flash, out of sight on the other. 

In this chariot sat two sailormen in blue, — a 
big man and a little one. Their arms were en- 
twined; their heads were together and their 
flat, round hats knocked slantwise; their legs 
were cocked up on the gilded dashboard. One 
was singing; and in that commonplace play- 
ground I heard: 

"The Water Clock's in gay Paree; the City 

Wall's in Rome ; 
The Jap, he's packed the Summer Palace up 

an' shipped it home ; 
The Russian, an' the Prussian, an' the British 

grenadier, — 
It's plain that they've got theirs : but what do 

I get, Captain dear? 

[8] 



SAILORMEN 

"For-- 

You ain't to loot, the Captain says, 
You ain't to loot, the Captain says. 
You ain't to loot, the Captain sa — a — a — ^ys; 
It's nowhere ladylike." 

The varnished monsters glided finally to a 
standstill. The music machine, blowing for- 
tissimo through all its pipes, stopped with a 
last explosion. The big man and the little one 
issued down upon firm ground. They found 
me directly in their way. 

"Good evening. Did you ever see a water 
clock in Peking?" 

The big man — seaman gunner, by the white 
bursting shell embroidered on his sleeve — re- 
garded me gravely and without surprise. 

"Faith," he replied, suddenly, ''/ never did, 
to reco'nize it. Ask Shorty here. He made the 
poethry. If that was what you heard." 

The little man stepped round from behind his 
friend. With an expression of anxiety almost 
too intense, he asked : 

"Fond of it, sir?" 

"By all means. But about the water clock in 

Peking. Or was it Tien-tsin, or T'ung Chou? 

i At any rate, you didn't get the chance to loot 
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SHORTY AND PATRICK 

Canton. And that's where the water clock 
stands, isn't it?" 

Shorty inspected me with interest. 

"Take the money/' he said. "That's the fact. 
In Canton it was, when we were lyin' off 
Shameen Island in that rotten little monitor 
the Appalachicola. I remember now; for I 
gave an argument to the Chink who played nurse 
to that water clock about which was right, the 
clock or the ship's bells. You've seen it? Up 
two flights o' stairs on a platform, recollect? 
Say, I took those stairs without touchin'." 

Prospective patrons of the varnished steeds, 
surging round us, threw us into one another's 
arms. I seized them both, as one seizes instinc- 
tively two endangered treasures. 

"I saw a big, comfortable, wet-looking place 
back there," I hinted. 

Shorty besought me, earnestly : 

"Say nothin' more." 

We squeezed through a stifling press: of 
young men exuding rank tobacco smoke, of 
harassed mothers with their back hair tumbling 
down and infants slung across their shoulders, 
of young girls giggling beneath big hats, of chil- 
dren lost underfoot among the peanut shells. 
Finally we arrived in a large music-hall. On 
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SAILORMEN 

a stage, at the far end of the place, a half-moon 
of persons in outrageous costume sang and 
danced languidly. We sat down at a table. 

The seaman gunner lighted a leathery cigar. 
Shorty produced a book of cigarette papers and 
a muslin pouch of flake tobacco. Smoking, they 
inspected the half -moon performers: I, with 
the satisfaction and the pride of a discoverer, 
inspected them. 

They were lean, well-made, healthy-looking 
young men, their wide collars rolled back from 
their brown necks, their trousers trimly laced 
about their slender hips. They wore their round 
hats jauntily: "U. S. S. Oklahoma" was printed 
in gilt letters on the hat ribbon of each. The big 
one's sandy, Celtic features were almost melan- 
choly despite the screeching chorus. The little 
one, however, by his twinkling eye, appreciated 
the raw horror of the half-moon and rejoiced 
in it maliciously. 

**Where did you get your Frenchman and Jap 
and British grenadier?" I asked him. 

"Tien-Tsin," he answered, without hesita- 
tion. "Up from Taku comes yours truly, after 
the bombardment, in a jiggin', bristlin' box-car 
— ^whcre there were tracks left — an' slam into 
bunches o' trouble. Fifteen thousand Chinks 



SHORTY AND PATRICK 

sittin' round the Foreign Settlement in a ring, 
usin' magazine rifles on us. But when we butted 
into the city at len'th, an' had everythin' our 
own way, all you could hear was those aban- 
doned soldiers wishin' their clothes were all 
pockets. Take my oath, sittin' alongside the 
Tien-tsin road, one afternoon, this is what I see, 
paradin' past, in five minutes. First, a German 
infantryman wearin' two fur jackets out of a 
pawn-shop an' carryin' his helmet full o' bric-a- 
brac. Second, a British lieutenant herdin' half 
a dozen Sikh lancers loaded down with carved 
ivory junk. Third, a Russian jinglin' most in- 
decent with jade jewelry an' trailin' a fathom 
o' pink embroidery, like. An' four, a guy from 
lUinoise wheelin' a T. P. G. wheelbarrow. 
What you got in the wheelbarrow?' I asked 
him. He picks out a fistful an' slings it at me. 
Say, were you ever hit over the head with a 
fistful o' Mexican dollars?' " 

"Chop itl" interrupted the seaman-gunner 
severely. "Facts is what's wanted here, — naked, 
undecorathed facts." 

"You weren't there, that's why." 

"What's a T. P. G. wheelbarrow?" I asked. 

"Tien-tsin Provisional Government. My re- 
spects, sir, an' here's wishin' you all that's 
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SAILORMEN 

proper. Then I get up, bein' rested, an' gather 
in my Mexicans, an' go into camp by the Ninth 
Infantry, where the ships' batches hung out. 
An', gettin' • through the mule lines, a large, 
solemn mule ups an' kicks me one in the small 
o' the back — so to speak — an' breaks a big jade 
tablet stowed away there, that I wouldn't 'a' lost 
for anythin'. *OhoI' says an infantry captain, 
comin' up an' watchin' the small pieces trickle 
out around my shoes. *OhoI' says he, *the mule 
is a moral animal.' " 

"But wait a minute. How did you come to 
be in Tien-tsin? That was a marines' job, wasn't 
it?" 

"Sure," cried the seaman-gunner, indignantly. 
"An' barrin' that, how annyway? In Nineteen- 
one you were thransferred aboard the Okla- 
homa off the Appalachicola. An' where was the 
Appalachicola when Taku was taken? An', by 
the same token, where were you? Sittin' in your 
undershirt on a three-inch freeboard off the 
peaceful city o' Canton, my fascinated an' well- 
beloved hearer." 

Shorty winked at his companion, glanced at 
me, and grinned sheepishly. 

"It's a good story though. You've been steal- 
ing local color from some one. You've literary 
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SHORTY AND PATRICK 

talents about you. I believe you did make that 
song." 

''That he made," remarked the seaman-gun- 
ner. "You see, every man to his forte, like. I 
can sling eight hundred an' fifty pounds o' steel 
through a canvas patch at a couple o' miles anny 
mornin', an' Shorty here can make *rug' rhyme 
wid ^bug' entirely. It's very well indeed to 
have a poet aboard, at that. Like when that 
paymasther — he's gone now — started to reform 
the chow, the grub, you know, comin' home 
from the East. An' Shorty wrote a poem about 
it, an' plasthered it on the gundeck scuttle- 
butt—" 

"It was entitled," from Shorty, taking heart, 
"it was entitled The Belly-robber.' Is that you, 
waiter? How dast you come cringin' round 
here after that pitiful glass o' lather you had the 
face to serve me? Don't press me, Sir. . . . 
Well, then . . ." 

"Four years ago you changed ships," I sug- 
gested. "Then you just caught the Oklahoma 
back from the East. But how — " 

"Did I get my transfer? Canton River did 
^-^r me, an' that sweetscented health resort they 
named it after. I was flat on my back — to my 
last gasp, you might as well say — ^when the 01' 
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SAILORMEN 

Man on the Appalachicola tells the Doc, The 
battleship Oklahoma's homeward bound before 
long; we'll take a chance,* — at least, we'll let him 
die in a man's size sick-bay.' An' he sends to 
the Admiral for my transfer. So, subsequently, 
I went aboard the Oklahoma feet last, while 
she was takin' on Hongkong coal. Wouldn't 
any one be daffy with joy at gettin' loose from 
a sea-goin' Turkish bath afloat on a meanderin' 
sewer? I was, with what stren'th I had, till I 
saw what I'd got for company. This is one 
of 'em. Tell him about your conversation with 
the Kaiser, Patrick." Shorty, behind his hand, 
here twisted his face, for my benefit, in the most 
ghastly manner, and finished with a look of cyni- 
cal anticipation. 

Patrick frowned at his cigar-end. 

"It's nothin' to tell. We were at Kiel, that 
year, for the races, an' the Kaiser boarded us. 
An' us, consequently, froze neatly in line just 
for'd o' the marines, an' the band wailin' out the 
German national anthem most luxurious. An' 
presently, out o' the tail o' my eye, I see him 
comin' along the deck, wid Ould Particular — 
meanin' the Skipper — an' the Admiral, an' the 
First Luff, an' sundry Dutchmen covered wid 
medals an' buttons an' aiguillettes. A good- 
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SHORTY AND PATRICK 

lookin' man was the Kaiser, wid a long nose, a 
thremendous mustache, a brown face, an' one 
hand behind his back. An' he looks everyone 
in the eye, as much as to say, *An' who the jump- 
in' blazes do you think you are?' An' he comes 
to me, you see, an' he looks me in the eye, an' 
I look him in the eye, an' he stops up 1 An' Ould 
Particular says — it was in the days, remember, 
when a turret crew was the whole thing in gun- 
firin' — 'There's the gun-pointer,' says Ould Par- 
ticular, *by all rights, who holds the great-guns 
record just now.' An' the Kaiser, he says as 
plain as you or me, peerin' up very fierce, 
* You' re a good sailorman,' says he, in just those 
words." 

"Ha, hal An' what did you say, Patrick?" 
"Faith, it took me all of a sudden! An' the 
rest standin' tight an' keepin' in their wind till 
you could 'a' heard your hair growin'. An', 
bein' caught so, I says — ^what I could 'a' been 
thinkin' of I don't know — *The same to you, 
your Riverince,' I says, *an' manny of them.' " 

Shorty, doubling over, emitted gurgles of de- 
light. 
"Wowl Yowiel May I hope to die!" 
"I was never laid tongue to for it," retorted 
Patrick, calmly, "Which is more than you could 
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SAILORMEN 

say, you little shrimp, afther you fetched the 
Homeward Bound in Yokohama. Tell him 
that one, if you have the gall." 

The other, ostensibly for the purpose of clean- 
ing out his pipe, rapped noisily with the briar- 
wood bowl upon the table. At the waiter's in- 
stantaneous appearance. Shorty seemed almost 
extravagantly surprised. 

"Properly told," he warned me, after certain 
ceremonies, "it's a long one. It begins off Yoko- 
hama Bund, an' it ends up by the Brooklyn cob- 
dock. But it's a straight one, this time." 

He gazed upward reminiscently. A smile 
glimmered on his face. 

"Look what a change o' climate did for me, 
now I I remember hearin' the surgeon on the 
Appalachicola talkin' to the Ol' Man, by the 
for'd turret, outside the sick-bay ports, where I 
was lyin'. The ports were open, to let in a luke- 
warm, muddy, fishy, little Canton breeze. 

" *What chance has he? ' says the Ol' Man. 

" *Give him a month more hereabouts,' says 
the surgeon, quite cheerful, *an' I will lay my 
pay to yours, sir, that he has not enough insides 
left to make one respectable set o' gitter strings.' 

"That was me. Shorty, seaman o' the jolly 
monitor Appalachicola. An' yet, a month after 
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SHORTY AND PATRICK 

my transfer, the Oklahoma sticks her nose out 
o' the Yallow Sea, an' we get a clean breeze. 
That very day — " 

"That very day," interrupted Patrick, "I was 
afther holdin' converse wid a friend, for'd on 
the berth deck, beside the marines' rifle racks, 
by the sick-bay dure. An', whilst I was so, out 
o' the sick-bay dure an' in amongst the racks 
rolls this Shorty here, an' Pills — the apothe- 
cary's assistant — over an' over, mixed up wid 
belts an' bayonets an' rolls of absorbent cotton, 
an' Lord knows what. 'Twas the mercy o' 
Hiven that no one saw it. *Save us,' says I, 
takin' a look. 'Isn't that the near-dead man we 
had aboard at Hongkong? ' " 

"The trouble was," from Shorty, grown im- 
patient, "The trouble was, in comes this Pills, 
an' stops alongside my berth, where I was re- 
clinin', gettin' my mouth prepared for a basin 
o' soup an' a ration o' guava jelly. 

"Where's my chow?' says I. ^Where's the 
apprentice with my chow, you greazy little dab 
o' zinc ointment? ' says I, for I couldn't stand 
for that Pills in any shape or form. 

" 'Very well spoken, for a dyin' man,' says he, 
with a grin like a small hyena. 'You've been 
gettin' on remarkable since you were trans- 
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SAILORMEN 

ferred to this sanitarium/ he says. *The sur- 
geon's hardly seen your equal,' he says. ^An' 
he's tired pawin' you over day in an' out, my 
faintin' convalescent. An' what in consequence? 
Shall I break it to you? The aft great-guns for 
yours. Third Division. Henceforth, three- 
one-o-five's your watch-number: so on your 
way.' 

" What,' says I, settin' up in spite o' my deli- 
cate condition. 'I'm expected to turn out an' 
work alongside a gun division, — an invalid? 
I'm to be deprived o' my sleep an' guava jelly? 
You low-lived body-snatcher I ' 

"With that, Pills, he jerked the mattress an' 
the beddin' clean from under me. Without 
thinkin' o' regulations or anythin', the rest, that 
Patrick saw, followed immediately." 

Shorty paused, was about to clear his pipe 
as before, saw my expression of anticipation, 
and modestly gouged out the dottle with a 
match. He continued : 

"Before settin' out towards home, we swung 
off Yokohama Bund for a week's stay. It was 
there that the men chipped in to buy the Home- 
ward Bound. 

"You've seen a Homeward Bound pennant on 
a home-goin' ship? Sometimes they'll run two 
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SHORTY AND PATRICK 

hundred feet long, trailin' from the maintruck. 
They may be buntin', or they may be silk: that 
depends on the sporty disposition o' the crew. 
Our Homeward Bound was silk. 

"Collins, a gunner's mate in our division, went 
on the beach an' left the order in a silk shop 
halfway down the Benten Dori. But, come 
along time to collect the goods, Collins, bein' 
distracted, maybe, at findin' two hundred an' 
ninety dollars in his clothes, falls down an am- 
munition hoist o' the aft turret an' breaks a leg. 
With that, so far as steady-goin' reputations 
went, it was up to Patrick here to bring the pen- 
nant out. But Patrick had just been ashore, an' 
it was common scandal — " 

"Get on wid the story," snapped Patrick, sud- 
denly waking, "an' omit that exthraneous flum- 
mery I " 

"Ohol O Hananoskit Omae ni horete 
• iff 

"Translate?" I requested. 

Shorty glanced at Patrick. 

"As I was sayin'," he resumed hurriedly, "it 
was up to Patrick, but he couldn't go. The gun- 
deck talked it over after dinner. Says one: 

" *Let the mail orderly get permission to fetch 
it when he goes to the post office.' 

[20] 
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That stuff Finney/ says a bunch together. 
^Not much I There ain't any marines in this as 
yet, an' won't be.' 

"Then Patrick says : 

"'Let Shorty fetch it. It's his liberty to- 
morrow, an' he knows these heathen beyond the 
chance o' gettin' held up. He's a convalescent, 
too; his works are delicate an' he won't dast 
to cut loose an' get pickled. What's more, he 
can stand lookin' at a lot o' money without gettin' 
dizzy, or I'm no judge o' youman nature.' 

" 'It ain't right,' I told 'em, blushin'. 

"Blushin'I" cried Patrick, in ingenuous 
amazement. 

"Blijshin' 's what I said. 'It ain't right,' I 
told 'em. 'I've only just joined. One o' you 
had better go.' 

"But no : 'twas me for that job, an' no argu- 
ment. 

"So, next day, I got my face shaved an' my 
hair oiled, an' stowed away the two hundred an' 
ninety; an', about four bells, I hit the Bund, — 
just Shorty, pleni-potentiary extraord'nary." 

Said Patrick, suspiciously: 

"You were got up some, I'm thinkin', just for 
to go an' buy a pennant." 

"I was got up," admitted Shorty, without 
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hesitation. "I was a suitable escort for that two 
hundred an' ninety. On the Bund, I hopped 
into a rik'sha. 'Benten Dori,' says I. An' off 
we go, past the hotels, with the American ladies 
smilin' on the verandas, an' the little Jap girls 
clatterin' out of the way, hi — hi I 

"There's somethin' in the air o' that town I 
Smell it an' you've got to grin. We cut through 
the Concession, an' rattled across a bridge, in 
amongst coolies an' rik'shas an' bald-headed 
babies an' paper parasols. I was all the money. 
I begun to get ideas. But, 'No, Shorty,' I says. 
'The Homeward Bound is what you're after, 
at this writin'.' An' just then a guy in a salt 
an' pepper suit jumps out into the street, flap- 
pin' his hands at me. 

" 'Save us I ' he yells. That can't be you! ' " 

"Say," interrupted Patrick. "Who was that 
fella? That's what I've been thryin' to get out 
o' Shorty ever since, sir. Was he a professional 
home-wrecker, or just an amateur? " 

"He was a friend o' mine," replied Shorty, 
severely. "A friend I hadn't seen since goin' 
aboard the station ship Hancock. 

" 'No,' I says to him. 'I'm on business, to 
begin with. Come up the Benten Dori with me 
first, an' after that I'm all yours.' 
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Tou've got to side-step for a minute/ says 
he, very overbearin'ly. 'Then, we '11 go an' 
transact your business together, you an' I.' 

"I should 'a' known better. I forgot that I 
was a convalescent. How sharper than a ser- 
pent's tooth, as the sayin' goes. An' me off it 
for three months! There were all manner of 
extenuatin' circumstances. . . . 

"Well, I ain't lingerin' over the details. 
There's an interim that I can't find any explana- 
tion for." 

"Yes," observed Patrick, "that interim. Ob- 
serve this evidence, then. I collected it myself, 
though it's far from explainin' the whole of it. 

"It was about three bells, mornin' watch. 
Passin' along, top-side, amongst the holystones, 
I looked overboard, by chance, to spit. An' 
there, in the dawn's early light, rubbin' our 
paint, on the bosom o' the wather lies a small 
sampan, two Japs workin' the oars, an' a sailor- 
man stretched out in the bottom, oblivious en- 
tirely. 

"The deck officer comes an' leans over. 

"* What's this?' says he. 

"At that moment, I reco'nized it was Shorty. 

" *I don't just know, sir,' I says, in conse- 
quence. 
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SHORTY AND PATRICK 

" 'Call a masther-at-arms,' says the deck 
ofBcer. 

"So I goes, very hot under the collar, an' 
routs out a Jimmy Legs, an' leads him up to 
where the deck ofBcer was rubberin' down at 
the sampan, an' this disrepitable Shorty. I an' 
the Jimmy Legs got down the ladder an' 
brought him up ; an' a pritty sketch he was. On 
my word, between thinkin' o' the Homeward 
Bound, an' the two hundred an' ninety he'd 
taken ashore, an' my glowin' recommendation 
of him as a moral young man, I came near to 
bad language. 

" 'Hold up a bit,' says the deck officer. 
'What's all this rubbish on him? Go through 
him here, till we see what he's got.' 

"I an' the Jimmy Legs went through him. 
Now, sir, I present this evidence, which resulted: 

"First, he had a black eye, widout searchin', 

"Second, he had the best part of a tea-house 
dure lantern crumpled up in his overshirt 
pocket. 

"Three, some one had been an' tattooed a 
pink dragon an' a risin' sun in the middle of his 
chest. 

"Four, he had on him thirty-four dollars in 
yens an' copper cash. 
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"Five, the Homeward Bound was wrapped 
forty-one times around his waist!" 

"Sure," said Shorty, his voice containing an 
undertone of pride. "How about that? How 
came the Homeward Bound, an\ mind you, all 
those yens additional? An' that pink dragon, 
an' the risin' sun, tattooed? Oh, it's all regular. 
Here, — look for yourself. Ever see a better 
done one? 

"But it's all past me. I came flickerin' back 
to life on the gun-deck linoleum, outside the 
door o' the brig, an' a marine sentry watchin' 
over me. Then along stole Patrick, here, an' 
tipped a wink to the sentry, an' sat down near 
me. Says he, behind his hand: 

" *Are you listenin', you little sick, moral 
man?' 

" 'I am,' I answered back. 'An' this is some 
turrible mistake, if that soldier's guardin' me. 
All because I had a f aintin' spell ashore, comin' 
out o' the Y. M. C. A.' 

" */j that so I ' says Patrick. 'Now I was 
thinkin' you'd fainted over the whole o' Yoko- 
hama. There's been unofficial representations, 
through the police, by no end o' merry villagers, 
already this beautief ul day. Three Jap tea-house 
guys: two with beer an' sake bills, an' one with 
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a request to be paid for a dinner o' fifteen covers, 
followed by geisha dances. Not to mention a 
rik'sha-man with a black eye shockin' similar 
to yours, demandin' six hours' tariff. An' a 
householder whose front wall was stove in by 
one o' those can-wagons backin' into it, late in 
the evenin', the horses takin' fright at Chinese 
firecrackers. Make no mistake: Ol' Particular's 
heard everythin' already. At first, he says 
"Why, disgraceful beyond all leniency," he says. 
"Is not this well covered by Article i6, to wit. 
Whosoever, when on shore, plunders, abuses, or 
maltreats any inhabitant, or injures his property 
in any way'? To begin with, the Appalachicola 
man bein' in the most suspicious condition on 
return, an' a straggler to boot, we will say, 
roughly speakin', 'twas him, an' put him in 
irons. Mr. Lochinvar" — meanin' the Execu- 
tive — "pray see to it, to go into effect immedi- 
ately on his recovery." ' 

" Tatrick, I should never 'a' changed to this 
ship,' I says, cryin' a little, bein' so weak an' 
dispirited. ^I should 'a' croaked up Canton 
River, among youman bein's, an' been buried 
with every honor.' 

" Torget it,' says Patrick. Tou'll be out o' 
this in two shakes. Hark now. When the sur- 
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geon comes by to go to the sick-bay, I'll whistle 
Jon Kena. That's the tip for you to groan like 
the divil. You're a very sick man, d'you 
see: an' a day in the brig ud be the death o' 
you. Remember, you're close to dyin', from 
a relapse.' 

" ^That won't be any deception,' I says. 

"So, by an' by, I hear Patrick whistlin' some 
horrible hash up the deck — " 

"Beggars," interrupted Patrick, dryly, "ain't 
usually choosers, — nor musical conasoors." 

"An' so I groaned an' groaned; an' it all 
turned out as planned. That is, the surgeon 
came an' had a look, an' went an' stirred up the 
Executive, who went an' stirred up Ol' Par- 
ticular. The Executive says to him, as I heard 
afterwards off that long-eared Jap of Ol' Par- 
ticular's : 

" ^Sir,' he says, ^the one we took on from the 
Appalachicola has been an' come near killin' 
himself ashore. The Doc thinks if he lies in 
the brig we'll be usin' a spare ens'n to wrap 
him in.' 

" Well,' says Ol' Particular, wigglin' his 
fingers, *we can spare it to him. He's gone an' 
had an internation'Uy complicated shore-leave, 
near to it.' 
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" 'But now he's a very sick man,' says the Ex- 
ecutive. 

" 'Did he bring back the Homeward Bound 
for the men, as I hear tell? Ha-rumphI Well, 
well, turn him into the sick-bay for the present. 
But when he's fine an' fit again, I will wear 
him down to a whisper for all this.' 

"So I went into the sick-bay again. 'Twasn't 
any fake from me — I was sick. I hadn't the 
stren'th to hand that Pills a kick, when he stood 
by, grinnin', an' picked on me. I couldn't even 
take a melancholy pleasure speculatin' about the 
time I'd had. So you can imagine. 

"I was three days gettin' out. We were away 
from Yokohama, then, rollin' high an' low. 

"But say, I came out to find myself a hero! 
To hear 'em tell it between decks, I'd done more 
damage on the beach than a landin' party with 
quick-fire guns. What's more, there was the 
Homeward Bound, snappin' an' curlin' from the 
main-truck, for all to make guesses about. 
When first I came hobblin' up to the gun-deck 
barber chairs, where they were waitin' four 
deep for a shave, I had all the makin's in the 
crowd to borrow a cigarette from. 

"When we went to quarters, I saw Ol' Par- 
ticular havin' me well pointed out for his private 
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eye. You should 'a' seen how decrepit an' piti- 
ful I looked at that: it's a wonder he didn't 
gush tears all over his face at the very bag o' 
my knees! All momin', for fear he was goin' 
to open up on me right away, I just lit'rally 
shambled round. Then, finally, someone forced 
a pot o' paint on me, an' ordered me to the aft 
turret, to clean up spots. Which I proceeds 
to do, an' discovers Patrick, here,- at the same 
job, whistlin' through his teeth as if glad to 
be alive. 

"Squattin' down on the deck alongside o' 
Patrick, I begun to slap little gobs o' paint 
against the turret, very mournful. Between 
two slaps, I heard a newspaper rustlin' round 
the corner, further aft. An', creakin' my neck a 
trifle, exceedin'ly cautious, who should I see, 
in the midst o' the quarterdeck, settlin' himself 
in a big wicker chair, with his back to us, an' 
beginnin' to peruse a stale copy o' the ^Kobe 
Chronicle,' but 01' Particular. Yes, sir: on 
the open quarter-deck in a wicker chair, readin' 
the news, an' smokin' a Cabbago de General 
Aguinaldo. Such was his customary stunt on 
cruise, of a balmy mornin', an' is, indeed, if 
you'll believe me, to this very day. 

"Say, a galley boy would* 'a' known better 
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than to do what I did then. I think I must 'a' 
been light-headed still. 

"After makin' sure that Patrick was too far 
round the turret to 'a' seen the Skipper come up, 
I says, out loud : 

" 'All right,' I says, 'say what you want. But 
if he hasn't been white to me, I hope my insides 
ain't ever any better.' 

" 'Meanin' who?' asks Patrick. 

"'Meanin' Ol' Particular,' I says. Hal I 
was clean demented, wasn't I? But I gave him 
his unofficial title, as brassy as possible, so he 
should know he was eaves-droppin'. 

" 'Look here,' I says. 'I go on the beach; an' 
to be frank with you, I have a beer or two; an' 
so, bein' a convalescent, all at once I fade away. 
An' what does he do? As soon as he sees what's 
what, "Poor young man," says he, as I heard 
afterwards, "poor young man, he's gone an' suf- 
fered a relapse, doin' his duty by the Homeward 
Bound. Lamb broth for his, with parsley! An' 
the rest o' the voyage, watch if I don't let him 
muss round with a light-weight paint-brush, 
renovatin' the ship." ' 

"Patrick, lookin' at me out o' the corner of his 
eyes, says nothin'. I went on : 

" 'I'm glad he came to act that way. It makes 
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me more comfortable about all I've done for 
him.' 

" *A11 you've done for him I ' shouts Patrick, 
droppin' his brush. 

" 'Sure/ I says. Troposin' that we all come 
up with a silver service, as a mark o' special 
affection, to be handed to him to music when 
we get home, an' all that. An' chippin' in the 
first coin to start it. Ain't that anythin'? I sup- 
pose not! Oh, no I' 

"Patrick looks at me with his mouth open. 
Peekin' round the turret, I see Ol' Particular's 
wicker chair empty, ^n' the quarter-deck bare. 

" 'Say,' says Patrick, at length, Vhat's eatin' 
you, anyway?' 

"Then it hit me, all in a bunch, just what I'd 
done. 

" Well, I think I'm daffy,' I says. 'Ol' Par- 
ticular was settin' round the corner, all the 
while I was talkin'. I think I was tryin', in 
some way or other, to square myself.' 

" 'Square yourself!' yells Patrick, horror- 
struck. 'How would you go about queerin' 
yourself? He'll hammer you flat. You should 
be lyin' down with ice on you.' 

" Wait up,' I says, weakly gigglin'. *Sup- 
pose he swallows it? Suppose, in thinkin' it 
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over, he concludes it's no more than fair he 
should have a silver service crowded on him?' 

" Why,' says Patrick, *I ain't a prophet, but 
I should say, knowin' what I know o' crews' 
ingratitude, that the poor old cuss ud draw a 
blank.' 

" Well, I'm the goat, that's all,' I says. *I've 
done for myself, this time.' 

"Next mornin', I ran slam into 01' Par- 
ticular. That is, I was makin' ready to throw 
a pail o' water over the aft turret-top, an' I 
looks down, an' there he was, risin' from his 
wicker armchair, where he'd been settin', on the 
quarter-deck, readin' a copy o' the Regulations. 
^Get ready. Shorty,' says I to myself. *It's goin' 
to drop on you now.' 

"Ol' Particular looks up an' says, very gruff: 

" 'You're the Appalachicola man,' he says. 

" 'Yes, sir,' I says. 

" 'Are you recoverin' ?' he says. Take my 
oath, his curiosity made my flesh creep. 

" 'Yes, sir,' says I, 'I'm recoverin', thanks.' 

" 'Very good,' he says. 'How 's the food on 
this ship?' 

It's fine,' says I. 

Do you get good tobacco in the canteen?' 
he asks me. 
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" *Yes, sir/ says I, 4t's heavenly.' 

" *Very good/ says he, again, an' vanished 
below. Was I dreamin'? 

"I didn't know. Days went along, with no 
one raisin' a finger to me; still I didn't know. 
It came to me quite suddenly, one fine after- 
noon, when I clattered down the gun-deck, an' 
saw a mob standin' round in a ring, gapin' at 
Yabey, the Jap wardroom boy. Yabey was 
passin' out a tale. Says he, makin' all allowance 
for his English : 

" *Then the Skipper, he leaned across the 
table confidentially to the First Luff. He said 
there never was a crew did such a thing 
before. He said he felt proud. A solid silver 
service, presented as a mark of appreciation, 
off his men, was a great honor. He'd never 
forget it.' 

"What's that?' yells Collins, the gunner's 
mate with the broken leg, thumpin' his crutch 
on the linoleum. *A silver service I Off the 
crew! Do we look the part?' 

" *It's strange,' says another, ^but I heard 
somethin' quite similar whilst I was rubbin' 
bright-work yesterday by the wardroom shaft. 
That the crew was comin' up for Ol' Particular. 
I took it for a joke, an' had a hearty laugh.' 
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" 'Gee/ says another, 4f that don't remind me I 
Jimmy Legs, Number One, was sayin' the same 
to-day I Whatever it is, it's trickled down from 
the wardroom to the chief petty officers' mess.' 

"Say, imagine me I Listenin' to that, I was 
just about a foot high. Then, with a loud, 
coarse laugh, this great, big stuff, here — Pat- 
rick — tells the whole thing on me. 

"They looked me over carefully, sayin' never 
a word. Collins, he stumps round me on his 
crutch, regardin' me from all sides, like I was 
some horrible waxwork. Says one Finney, a 
marine orderly, who hadn't any business in it 
anyhow : 

" 'It's slopped all over the ship. There's not 
an ens'n, no, nor a oily-nosed black-ganger, 
aint lookin' towards us. Ol' Particular sent off 
no end o' letters at Port Said, which I carried, 
staggerin', myself. I suppose by this time the 
glad tidin's are well on their way to little ol' 
New York.' 

" 'It'll be all through the Service when we 
reach home,' says Collins, lookin' at me and 
suckin' his teeth unpleasantly. 'The motormen 
runnin' up Sands Street, by the Yard, they'll 
know it. There'll be reporters with cameras 
climbin' aboard before we've got a hawser out. 
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Where's your solid silver souvenirs for your 
Skipper? Haven't any? My, my, of all the 
cheap bunches of assorted skates, lead me up to 
those Oklahoma sailormen . . .' 

"Well, from that time I'd 'a' taken any 
wearin' to a frazzle in the power of Ol' Par- 
ticular, an' enjoyed it. It'd 'a' been a vacation 
to me. 

"Every time a new line o' talk about that 
silver service came down from the wardroom, 
some guy felt called on to bring it to my notice. 
It was brought there in different ways. Once, 
when I went to have my face shaved, the barber 
havin' been corrupted, I came out lookin' like 
an explosion victim. When I turned in one 
night after a special sweet compliment Ol' Par- 
ticular paid the crew, my dreamin' sack cut 
loose an' spilled me out on my head. Come 
along gun-drill in the aft turret, I got bounced 
up against everythin' hard an' sharp in reach, 
what with the general activity; an' I'd 'a' 
got more yet, only I nearly kicked one joker 
down a hoist. My ditty-box was full o' coal 
dust an' a dead rat, one mornin', an' I caught 
that Finney sneakin' past with coal dust on his 
hands. So I up by accident and scraped his 
face along a W. T. door covered with cork 
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paint till his own mother'd 'a' been astonished. 
After that, they begun to treat me different. 

"By an' by we passed Gibraltar. 

"It's funny how used they'd got, by then, 
to thinkin' about that solid service. They'd sit 
round an' ask each other how much would one 
cost, an' did the Skipper really say this was the 
best crew an' cruise he'd ever had, an' would 
there be pictures in the papers o' the cere- 
monies? They begun to take on airs, an' think 
'emselves generous. 'There never was another 
crew gave a service to the Skipper, — it'd be a 
unick thing to do, all right' They didn't find 
it a bad sensation, after all, — patronizin' the 
Ol' Man in their minds. 

"Finally, when there were ragged edges on the 
Homeward Bound, it came along the last night 
out. Sandy Hook Light was past, an' the sky 
ahead was a faint, watery yallow over where 
Fourteenth Street was waitin' for us. An' you'll 
understand how, after longin' for that sight for 
hundreds o' years, like, up muddy little rivers, 
an' in mussy little foreign harbors, we piped 
down that evenin' with our chins on our shoul- 
ders, lookin' towards it through the ports. 
Swingin' doors, an' pianos, an' girls talkin' good, 
straight New- York, an' the Elevated rippin' an' 
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roarin' by outside! If we'd worn wings, there'd 
'a' been few hammocks swung that night. 

"Just before taps, Collins calls a meetin' out- 
side the gun-deck washrooms. Every big noise 
in the crew was there. 

" Well,' says Collins, *as I foresaw from the 
first, the cards are forced on us. The Skipper, 
he's hurtin' his eyes already, lookin' for it; an' 
by this time the Navy near an' far is just sittin' 
round an' waitin',' 

"Says Finney, the mail orderly. Well, let 'em. 
There ain't any ring through my nose.' 

" *Look-a-here,' says Patrick, shovin' for'd. 
*How much ud each have to give, makin' a flat- 
feet canvass from deck to deck?' 

" *Three or four dollars, say,' says Old Duffy, 
the one we called Rip Van Winkle, — he was 
balancin' on the age limit that year ; it was next 
summer that he splashed over. 

" Three or four dollars I' says Patrick. * An' 
what'« three or four dollars, more or less, the 
momin' after you get your liberty?' 

"They all begun shoutin' an' arguin' at once. 
In the mix-up that followed, Mr. Finney got 
his blouse ripped up the back most mysterious. 
I was standin' as near him as possible, and / 
couldn't see who did it. 
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" *Now, then,' yells Collins, *do we, or do we 
not, blow the Skipper?' 

" We do V roars everyone, red-headed with 
bein' questioned about their sportin' blood. 

" *Moved an' carried,' says Collins. 'And 
now, who goes up an' makes the little bow? 
You, Duffy?' 

"Ol' Duffy, you should 'a' seen him. He goes 
shrinkin' into his shoulders like a girl, tryin' not 
to grin with satisfaction. 

" *Not me, mates,' he says. *Oh, not me.' 

" ^Collins, then,' says Patrick at once, an' 
Collins begun puttin' on, whilst Duffy craned 
his neck at Patrick like he'd been robbed of 
five months' pay. 

"Then everyone had a name to yell. A lieu- 
tenant came bristlin' down the gun-deck; but he 
went away again very quick,. — not to be in- 
terferin', you see, with Ol' Particular's business. 

" We'll draw lots,' says Collins at length, 
when everyone was exhausted. We'll draw lots, 
to settle who goes up and makes the little bow." 

"He tears a handful o' slips off a pilot-boat 
newspaper, an' holds 'em out. All the notice- 
able guys present have one from him. In the 
mix-up, I get one myself. 

" *Back with that I' shouts Collins. 
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" Why?' I asked. 

" Why? Nice question, that! Why, you're 
the cause o' the whole thing,' he says. 

" *An' if I ani?' says I. *Glad enough you 
are, after all, an' well you know it. I should 
be havin' thanks for mine, instead o' this chin 
music. I come aboard your big, fat cow of a 
ship, an' I make a name for her. She'll be in 
every paper. She'll be the talk an' the teeth- 
gnashin' envy of every captain in the Service. 
She couldn't 'a' got such a reputation for less 
than bein' blown up in action. An' when poor 
Shorty, the blushin' parent of her renbund, 
reaches out his hooks for a little chunk o' paper, 
he gets it put all over his shirt. Shame!' 

"Collins, he wilts. He looks at me like I 
was a curiosity. Still lookin' at me, he makes 
two or three tries to speak. At len'th, he says, 
in a small, little voice : 

" *The man with the O on his slip is the one.' " 

Shorty, pausing, watched a smoke ring sail 
away. 

"And who was the one?" I inquired. 

For a moment, Shorty struggled inwardly. 
Then, suddenly, he smote the table a tremendous 
blow. He bellowed : 

"Mel" 
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HANDS on the luminous dials of street 
clocks crept round to eleven. The in- 
numerable patrons of the theatres, crowding 
forth, congested Broadway. Up and down the 
glittering street broke out confusion: one heard 
a din of gongs and brakes, dainty hoofs dancing, 
automobile horns, and the carriage-caller's rau- 
cous hoot. The way between the curbs became 
a torrent bed in which, like a constricted flood, 
crowded the glistening coats of horses, the 
gleaming bodies of "limousines," and the yellow 
sides of cars. Arc lights above shop windows 
shed a ghastly radiance upon the multitude of 
slowly moving faces. Under striped awnings 
before theatres, bareheaded women, elegantly 
dressed and wearing jewels, were jostled by the 
ragged gallery gods. 
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In the midst of this familiar, nightly business, 
suddenly I discovered an incongruous touch: 
I saw, standing on the curb-stone, watching 
the current of traffic for a ford, two friends 
of mine, one tall, one short, both clothed 
in the blue uniform of the United States 
Sailorman. 

I approached them from behind. Reaching 
an arm round each sinewy, brown neck, I gently 
bumped the two heads together. As my sailor- 
men wheeled, it was a pleasure for me to see 
pleasure dawning on their faces. 

In the comparative quiet of a side street, tall 
Patrick immediately put his finger, so to speak, 
upon the vital point: 

"Shorty here has call to be aboard by four 
bells, — I should say, by chu o'clock. As for my- 
self, I've a night's liberty. Like the guy in the 
book — ^what's his name? — I've burned my 
britches behind me." 

"I didn't know the Oklahoma was up from 
Tompkinsvillc," I said. 

"We brought her up yesterday: she's to be 
scraped an' pared an' manicured an' gummed 
up wid unguents an' face powders till she's the 
cryin' shame o' the fleet. You should put eye to 
her now, as she lies loUin' in Dry Dock 3. But 
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wait till she's finished! She'll be far too fancy, 
I'm thinkin', to be respectable." 

Shorty, at this point, interrupted by collaps- 
ing weakly into Patrick's arms. In this pose he 
made feeble motions as of a man about to faint. 

"Pay no attention to me," he wheezed ; "I'm 
just a little giddy, — not havin' had any thin', you 
see, in more than half an hour . . ." 

"I was on the point of suggesting" — I pro- 
tested. 

Directly across the street blazed the gay front 
of a cafe. There we found, in an alcove, a quiet 
table, guarded by a cadaverous waiter who 
stared at my friends with some hostility, till 
Shorty implored him to take off his false-face, 
and appear under his true colors. 

"We've been to a show," said Patrick, gravely, 
setting down an empty glass. "A show on 
Broadway." 

"A rotten show," interjected Shorty. "Girls 
an' music. An' there were sailormen in it. For 
ten cents I'd 'a' gone round to the back door, 
after, an' kicked the last one o' those fake sailor- 
men up in the floatin' ribs. Sailormen 1 Huh 1 " 

"They were irritatin'," Patrick remarked. "It 
ain't right to let a lot o' guys like them come 
out on a stage an' make a monkey of a man's 
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profession. Now, look you, sir, they were sup- 
posed, as I take it, to be comin' ashore in some 
foreign port, you see, — ^where, I ain't saying. 
An' how do they come ashore, then? Why, by 
leaps an' bounds, singin' an' jiggin' about like a 
lot o' flies in a bottle, kissin' the gurruls, an' 
handin' 'em flowers, an' gettin' down on one knee, 
and Lord knows what entirely." 

"But, those, I suppose, were comic opera 
sailormen? " 

"That's no great excuse," replied Shorty, 
hotly. "If they can't act right, they shouldn't 
act at all. For ten cents, as I remarked — " 

"But," I said, "I remember seeing a large 
number of sailormen ashore one Christmas eve, 
in a foreign port; and Patrick's remark about 
flies in a bottle fitted them rather well. I re- 
member seeing some things in Ship Street — " 

"What's that!" piped Shorty, sitting straight. 
"Ship Street? Not Hongkong? Not Ship 
Street, Hongkong, of a Christmas eve? " 

"The same. It was in — ^yes, Nineteen two, 
and there lay in the harbor a Russian, a French- 
man, half a dozen Englishmen and — by 
George 1 It was the Oklahoma, tool " 

"He was there, Patrick!" cried Shorty, 
shrilly. 
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"But I'd forgotten it was the Oklahoma, — 
that was long before I knew you. You were 
there too? You were ashore? " 

"Hal ha I" Slapping Patrick on the shoul- 
der, he lay back and grinned at me. " If that 
don't get my goat! An' you there! Patrick, 
d'you remember my friend Papeeyon, of that 
occasion? " 

"He comes to mind," said Patrick, simply. 

"It's a little enough world, when once you've 
been around it," — from Shorty, smiling in 
friendly fashion at fresh glasses. "To think — 
of all nights in the year, an' you there 1 Perhaps 
you saw me, at that? " 

"I saw a great many — " 

"I know. Yeh; you'd 'a' seen me, for I 
was smeared all over the place, as I recollect, — 
I an' my friend Papeeyon. Teh I tchi Patrick, 
if you had the choice, where would you be to- 
night? Not this side o' the world, I don't think. 
An' that's the funny part of it: when you're 
there you would be here, an' when you're here 
you can't think of anywhere you'd as soon be as 
there. Sometimes, I'd give an ear just to hear 
rik'sha wheels buzzin', an' wooden shoes click- 
in', an' the big gongs up back in the temples 

goin' *bo-ong-g-gI ' of an evenin' • . ." 
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"But," I said, after a pause, "this would be 
Japan, Shorty, and it's getting us away from 
that Hongkong evening of ours." 

"Yeh, that'd be Japan. *Bo-ong-gl ' go those 
gongs 'way off in the dark. I used to know a 
little girl there, in that tea-house up over 
the Hundred Steps. Not the Admiral's tea- 
house. The other one, across the way, — the 
loud one." 

"But what did you say your friend's name 
was?" 

"Who, her? Susuki." 

"No, no; your Hongkong Christmas eve 
friend." 

"Oh, Papeeyon was his name. A funny name, 
eh? A Frenchman, you see." 

"Papillon? " I suggested, "that means *butter- 
fly,' you know." 

"You don't say! Well — Patrick, shall I spin 
him that yarn? For I suspect he'll call me a 
liar when he's squeezed the last of it out o' me." 

"I was there," announced Patrick, luxuriously 
^smelling the end of a canteen cigar. "I was 
there, an' what I saw you may take for facts. 
An\ there was a calf docthor ; he knows it, too. 
Biddlebrick was his name — the gunboat Skag- 
way's got him now. Ask him of it bouldly if 
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ever you see him, — he^s a smaller man than 



you." 



"That calf doctor was the beginnin^ of it," 
said Shorty, borrowing my knife to scrape out 
his pipe with. "It was this way, you see. He 



was a — " 



"Aisy, Shorty," warned Patrick. "Remember 
you're in decent company." 

"Well, then, he was just a calf doctor o' shock- 
in' poor parts. He should never 'a' broke into 
the Service. Ol' Particular — the Skipper — ^was 
a gent o' purest ray serene, an' from him down 
to, an' abuttin' on, the chief Jimmy Legs — ^who 
was actually almost youman — I hadn't a kick. 
The work wasn't any sighin' siesta — no more 
than usual. But say, the chow was noble. I've 
et two pumelos at a meal in the Yallow Sea, 
an' that's fairly gaudy provisions, ain't it? But 
this small calf doctor was the bug in the oint- 
ment. He was a spiteful little snipe, an' he put 
his spite on me, for some purpose — " 

"He saw you that day you were takin' him off 
by the barber's chairs," said Patrick. "Mugs, 
who was just af ther latherin' me up, handed me 
out a cruel cut on the chin from laughin' at you 
then, as I remember it. Biddlebrick saw you 
well: he was pretendin' to look at Fatty Mul- 
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lins's tongue, for'd, on his way below to the sick- 
bay." 

"However that may be," continued Shorty, 
"an officer an' a gentleman wouldn't 'a' paid any 
more attention to it. But this little weeper — 
The Bacterium we called him between decks — 
he put his spite on me. An' take it from me, 
there's no end o' ways you can be deviled by 
such. I was unhealthy, I was dirty, I was drink- 
in' in private. He blackened me up in great 
shape, an' the wardroom should 'a' known me 
well, by his talk, for all kinds of a buzzard. 
*A11 right,' says I to myself. *Some day I'll be 
handin' somethin' to you for all this ; an' it won't 
be such a sweet-scented nosegay, either.' But I 
kept that in mind for quite a time before I found 
my way clear. 

"Now it was just chance, you see, that brought 
me, right at the proper moment, one fine mornin' 
off Woosung, to rubbin' up bright-work by the 
shaft, top-side, that ran down direct to the ward- 
room. It was nothin' more nor less, of course, 
than a phonograph with a horn attachment; 
what was spoken down there came up as if I was 
sittin' below myself, stickin' my nose into my 
wardroom sherry like one of 'em. I hear this 
Bacterium cheepin' and, consequently, give ear. 
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" *You may laugh on,' he was saying, ^but I 
tell you that every man has more than one nature 
inside him. One only you see, yet a shock may 
bring the other out, an' it's no more like the first 
than prunes are like pants'' — or words to that 
effect. ^There's nothin' to laugh at,' says he, 4n 
the theory o' double personalities.' 

" Well, Shorty,' says I to myself, 'these things 
ain't bright-work, but no end interestin', show- 
in' what the youman mind can come to.' So I 
listened again. 

" 'I've read o' that,' I heard the Marine Ma- 
jor's voice saying in reply, 'but I should like to 
see a case myself, before believin'.' 

" 'Why,' cried out The Bacterium, 'there's a 
case of a man at home. He was a big Harp in 
his right mind, an' yet he had spells when he 
spoke Spanish an' thought he belonged else- 
where, in foreign Spanish parts. An' when his 
family came puttin' up a roar to be recognized, 
he gave 'em the hoot.' Or, again, words to that 
effect. I remember the gist of it, you see, if not 
the language. 

" 'Well,' says the Marine Major's voice, hu- 
morin' him, like, 'it's interestin', all right, but 
you've got to show me! 

" 'It's the hope o' my life,' says The Bacte- 
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rium, very solemn, *to find such a case for my 
own. An', if ever I do, I'll show it to you, Ma- 
jor, never fear.' 

" Why,' says I, goin' below, to Patrick, here, 
'that blitherin' little weevil of a calf doctor's 
all nuts aloft. He thinks he's got two men in- 
side him. Many's the lad that's been clapped 
into the foolish-house for less than that!' An' 
I told the whole of it to Patrick. 

" 'Don't you go callin' him nuts yet. Shorty,' 
he says. 'You're not qualified. There's more in 
medicine than you an' I think. I've heard talk 
just as crazy in Doctor Bernhauser's Lecturin' 
Hall and Medical Waxwork Museum, back on 
the old Bowery.' " 

"An' that's thrue, too," Patrick interrupted, 
seriously. "But don't you ever go into that 
place! They scare the heart out o' you there." 
He shuddered. 

"Well," resumed Shorty, "I kept turnin' it 
over in my mind, off an' on ; an' the next day, 
greasin' round the hoist o' the aft turret — I was 
shellman for the port twelve-inch, then — I got 
chinnin' with a guy named Marron, a very 
queer guy, who knew lots o' funny truck for a 
Jackie. You remember Marron, Patrick? " 

"I do," answered Patrick, absentmindedly. 
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"He went to his glory on that small scrap-heap, 
the Akron, by Ilo Ilo, a year gone come Septem- 
ber. A very queer card, as you say, was Mar- 
ron — quite educated." 

"Sure. Well, to Marron I said: 

" ^Marron, what do you know, if any, o' the 
theory o' double personalities? ' 

"Take my oath, he near fell down the 
hoist. 

" *Save usl' he cries, *what next?' 

"But he soon calmed down, an' what he knew 
I heard: he was a walkin' encyclopedia, that 
lad I So, presently, havin' got a stummick-full, 
I went below with an indigestion o' cruel, long 
words. 

"I rolled into my dreamin' sack, that night, 
burstin' with 'em, — but when I turned out with 
the holystones, next mornin^, there was a little 
dab of a grand idea, dodgin' about in the back 
o' my brains. 

" ^Shorty,' says I to myself, ^there's the makin' 
o' something sumptuous in those words that 
sifted up the wardroom ventilator. With time, 
an' patience, it might be done. But, it must be 
done very delicate — an' private.' That mornin' 
I smiled on The Bacterium, when he came 
scowlin' by, as if I loved him half to death. 
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A real wise guy would 'a' taken warnin' from 
that smile. . . . 

"Now see how everythin' turned out for 
Shorty, the downtrod victim^ o' brutality an' 
spite. One day, off Woosung, the wireless de- 
tector up topside began to buzz, — it was the 
Admiral's wave-length at the other end, by the 
way the ship jumped to that tune. An' straight- 
way we went north, bouncin' over the muddy 
ocean billow till, just two days before Christ- 
mas, we dropped mud-hooks in Hongkong 
harbor. 

"There she lay, huddled under the Peak, all 
green gardens an' clouds above, an' below all 
yellowish-whitish houses ; an' the docks crawlin' 
with coolies ; an' the harbor bobbin' with sam- 
pans an' yachts an' ships. As you say, there was 
a Russian there — a big, frowsy volunteer drip- 
pin' with dirty troops. An' there were five 
Britishers — I've forgotten their names, but 
cruisers all, savin' one. An' there was the Ad- 
miral Costeclarf' 

Shorty, pausing, glanced at Patrick, who met 
that glance, bit off a large piece from the frayed 
remnant of his cigar, and ruminated calmly. 

"The Admiral Costeclar, then," I inquired, 
"was the Frenchman? " 
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"A lovely bunch of a battleship," mused 
Shorty. "A big, fat, slate-blue thing, nine- 
tenths out o' water, an' her superstructure er- 
uptin' in cupolas, an' spires, an' domes like a 
Luna Park pavilion. You know the French 
style." 

"The Saints look down on her the day she 
sticks up her stern as a target forninst our tur- 
ret," murmured Patrick, dreamily. "A sea- 
going Flatiron! Twelve-inch shells in an' 
amongst that Gothic architecture, — faith 1 I'd 
near take shame to do it!" 

"But," remonstrated Shorty, "I hope you 
wouldn't harm my friend Papeeyon?" 

"You see, Papeeyon was aboard her; Papee- 
yon was a sailorman o' the glad edifice the 
Admiral Costeclar. I was hangin' out o' the 
gun-deck ports, spittin' into the water an' eyin' 
a sampanful o' Jap girls goin' aboard a P. an' O. 
Patrick, here, comes along an' scrouges out be- 
side me. The Jap girls fade away, gigglin', an' 
we watch the Admiral Gosteclar. Then, says I, 
to Patrick: 

" 'Remember that night last year at Nagasaki 
when I was taken an' handled so brut'lly by 
those sawed-oflF, yallow, little police insects, for 
fallin' out of a tea-house window, on my head, 
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into the stummick of someone ridin' by in a 
rik'sha? That was the night I met a guy I 
like, — an\ if he ain't dead yet, he's swabbin' 
away on that ghastly mausoleum yonder. 
Papeeyon was his name an', on my word, if you 
ever saw him in decent sailorman's clothes, in- 
stead of a starched monkey collar an' a little 
girl's hat, you'd swear it was mel' 

"Patrick gave me the laugh. 

" *A11 right,' I says, *but if he ain't the image 
o' me, I hope I never see Sandy Hook Light. 
It scared me, meetin' him so in Nagasaki, an' 
likewise it scared him ; an' that's how we came 
to get soused together. Why, if you saw him — 
if anyone saw him — ' 

"I stopped oflF short, jarred out o' breath by a 
thought. I broke away from the port, an' went 
reelin'along the gun-deck, intoxicated just with 
the bare idea of it. An' before I knew it, I fell 
slam into the arms o' The Bacterium, who was 
sneakin' up from the sick-bay. 

"*Ahal' he hisses, holdin' me tight an' 
smellin' my breath. 'Have I caught you with 
the goods, this time?' 

"Now mark me well, what I did. I stepped 
back, an' wiped my hand across my forehead, 
an', says I, in a little, high voice : 
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Comprong pah/ says I, just like that — 
^Comprong paht' 

" Why,' cries The Bacterium, *what con- 
founded foolishness is this?' But Shorty, gog- 
glin' at him like a dead fish, he just says : 

'^ 'Comprong pah, m'sool' 

"You should 'a' seen him yank me over 
against a port an' stick his finger into my 
wrist. 

" *A bad pulse,' says he, *an' a rollin' eye.' 
Then I looked round an', seein' no one close, 
I took him by the sleeve, most familiar, an' 
pointed out o' the port, towards the Admiral 
Costeclar. 

" *You good m'soo,' says I, *me go Franch 
sheep; comprenny?' 

" Why,' he says, 'you're plumb demented, my 
young man. Into the sick-bay for yours, an' 
some one fat to sit on you, whilst I read up the 
diseases o' the brain.' Then, for that, I gave 
him all the French language I knew, in one 
long string — " 

"What kind of French?" I asked. 

"Why, mostly cussin', I fear, an' perhaps a 
few words like 'Je faime bocou' an' 'baissy-moi/ 
that I'd picked up here an' there. But he never 
knew the diflFerence 1 
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"Say, all at once I saw him turn yallow all 
over his face. 

" Wowl' he cries out, fallin' back and slap- 
pin' his forehead, *my sakes, if I ain't found 
onel' An' oflF he goes, full speed ahead, up the 
gun-deck. As for me, I went over an' leaned 
against a five-inch breech an' near drew my last 
breath. 

" *But wait,' says I to myself, all at once, 
stoppin' short. ^He'll be bringin' the whole 
ship an' the quarter-deck!' Sure enough, while 
I wats sayin' it, there he came, draggin' the 
Marine Major an' a lieutenant along by the 
sleeves, an' half the gun-deck skulkin' behind, 
pretendin' to have duties for'd. 

"He minces up to me. Says he, very soft: 

" ^Tell these gentlemen, if you please, what 
you've just told mel' 

"Lookin' at him solemnly, I says : 

" What's that, sir? I haven't said anythin' to 
you to-day, sir, not that I know of.' 

" Why,' says he, turnin' red, ^you've just fin- 
ished talkin' to me in French 1' 

" Trench 1' says I. Why, sir, what would I 
do with French?' 

"The Marine Major began to laugh. The 
lieutenant whispered somethin' about always 

[5Sl 



SHORTY AND PATRICK 

hearin' a gurglin' noise in Biddlebrick's cabin. 
But The Bacterium roared out: 

" *I tell you it's so, for I heard him! He shall 
confess — or stay. Maybe he's a temporary ab- 
session only.' 

" 'Sir,' says I, ^that's a hard name to call a 
sailorman for nothin', ain't it?' The Marine 
Major pulls him away an' takes him oflF, him 
sayin' as he goes : 

" 'I heard him, on my heart an' soul I heard 
himl But I fear he's only a temporary ab- 
sessionl However, we shall see.' 

"Says I to Patrick, when he came crowdin' 
up with the rest : 

" What would you do, Patrick, if I called 
you a temporary absession?' 

" 'My fine little man,' says he to me, 'I would 
warm the seat o' your whereabouts.' So there 
we dropped it; an' the berth-deck told the gun- 
deck, an' the black gang, an' the clinkers, that 
The Bacterium was eight more kinds of a 
drunken Nero. 

"Now see what happened. I couldn't lose that 
Bacterium! Topside an' below, he squattered 
in my wake. 

" Til get him yet,' says he next mornin' to 
the Marine Major, in the hearin' o' Patrick. 
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'He's a temporary absession, but he'll go oflF 
again, never fear, an' I shall be there.' 

"Patrick asked me what it was all about. 

" 'Leave this to me,' I says. 'It's my liberty 
to-day, an' perhaps to-morrow you'll know all.' 

"Well, it was my liberty, but I came near not 
gettin' ashore, on account o' that Bacterium. 
He couldn't bear to let me out of his sight. 
Gettin' down into the lanch, I heard him bleatin' 
to the First LuflF, above: 

" 'He's not all there, that man,' says he; 'he 
needs attention.' 

" 'I'm the last,' I hissed down the neck o' 
Marron, who was holdin' the lanch fast. 'Cast 
oflFl' iWith that we got away, Jimmy Legs 
Number One leanin' out of a port an' watching 
us with a hungry eye, knowin' well he'd soon be 
snappin' the lock on some of us. Then, we hit 
the beach — Hongkong, of a Christmas eve . . ." 

"Quane's Road, I like," remarked Patrick, 
placidly^ "Quane's Road, an' me in a voluptuous 
cane chair wid four coolies hooked to it, teeterin' 
past the flower-market an' the hotels. I don't 
know a more stylish place for to air an after- 
noon's undisposition." 

"Queen's Road nothin'," cried Shorty. There's 
a straight Jap teahouse out by Happy Valley. 
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I went there with Marron, ridin' high an' dry. 
An' later — the sun was down some time — ^we 
came sashaying back into town, to find Ship 
Street. An' what a townl" 

"The crews of eight warships were turned 
loose into her," murmured Patrick, "an' the 
streets full o' marching marine patrols, pickin' 
up the non compo^ mentis . . • But you saw it 
yourself." 

^^An\ the roaring an' singing in various lan- 
guages," reflected Shorty, "reminded me of a 
starvin' menagerie. Strings o' rik'shas flittin' 
up an' down, an' a highly musical sailorman 
in each. There was good fightin' at the mouth 
o' Ship Street. The Russians were throwin' 
teak tables out o' the top floor of a house, an' 
the British were stripping off the legs of 'em 
for clubs. Marron an' I hopped out of our 
chairs an' drove into it with a yell, — an' in the 
midst we found Patrick. What was it all 
about?" 

"Faith," said Patrick, "I don't guess any one 
knew that much. 'Twas a pritty enough little 
go. We took sides with the English, an' claned 
the Russians out o' the house. Aftherwards, we 
all went roarin' up the street together. 'Twas 
then I lost Shorty." 
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"A bunch o' French came by," Shorty ex- 
plained, "an' I went with 'em. I was lookin' 
for my friend Papeeyon." 

"A grand chance you stood o' findin' him in 
that shriekin' Gehenna," Patrick observed. 

"I found him, none the less," said Shorty. "I 
found him wobblin' on a table, somewhere, 
wheezin' a song, and wearin' a fine big lump on 
his forehead an' half a pair o' pants. Tapee- 
yon r I hails him. He stops an' gets me well in 
focus. ^Mong Jew/' he yells out. ^Mong bon 
ami duh Nagasaki!' An' he dives oflF the table 
at me, drivin' mo half into the floor like a ham. 
mer 'd drive a nail. Those French are the most 
aflFectionately constituted tabasco, ain't they? 

"I took my friend Papeeyon under the shoul- 
ders an' hoisted him out into Ship Street. It 
made me feel funny all over to look at him: 
he was so much like myself. He was lally- 
gaggin' about on my arm, droopin', an' givin' 
way at the knees. In some manner or other he'd 
got his overshirt twisted round back-foremost so 
his starched collar stuck out under his chin like 
a bib, an' his fool of a little hat kept slidin' 
down over his nose; an' I declare, when I let 
him loose for a second, I didn't know was he 
comin' or goin'. I lugged him up Ship Street, 
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fightin' for gangway an' watchin' out for bottles 
from windows. An', presently, we came to oV 
Low Guie's shop. Do you know Low Guie's, 
by chance?" 

I did not. 

"No oflFense; it's the only place in Hong- 
kong I know where you can find a bag o' Bull 
an' a bottle o' Bud. We went in an', with that, 
my friend Papeeyon suddenly crumbled. Fini; 
mo deki-agatta; ausgespielt, — you could 'a' 
blown his clothes oflF with a twelve-inch, an' 
he'd no more than smiled in his sleep. 
. "Now, take note. Half an hour later, a badly 
torn French sailorman's uniform disappeared 
out o' Low Guie's place, by a back window. An' 
Shorty, in a borrowed kimono an' a pair o' those 
very slack Chink pants, went skippin' along in 
the shadows o' Ship Street, lookin' for an Okla- 
homa patrol. Seein' one turn a comer, I yelled 
at it from a dark spot. 

" Patrol there r I yelled. There's a disabled 
American in Low Guie's, back yonder.' 

" Thanks, Johnny,' says a voice, an' they 
marched oflF, clankin' most businesslike, for the 
body. An', ten minutes later, I see 'em movin' 
back with it, slow an' stately. Says I to myself: 

" *It almost frightens mel Am I here or am 
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I there? An' I pranced up an alley, gigglin' 
an' crackin' my fingers, — a crazy sight I must 
'a' been, with my kimono floatin' behind, a 
girl's kimono, too, I think: it was all over posies 
and birds. An', after that, — Tell him, Patrick, 
what happened then. I took on a very singular 
lapse o' memory round about that time. But 
Patrick here can piece it out, — ^he's got the 
ship's end of it, which I missed." 

"Sure," said Patrick, complacently. "I was 
back an' aboard, havin' enjoyed myself with 
decorum-^not forgettin' my time limit. An', 
next day, I had an appetite for my Christmas 
dinner, which some hadn't. Fm not the de- 
mented, plungin' shame o' the gun-deck." 

''Is that sol" cried Shorty. "You brought 
back a bum eye off some one, however." 

"My eye was hurt by the barest accident," 
snapped Patrick. To me : 

"I was aboard when the patrols came back 
with the last scrapin's from shore ; I marked 'em 
bein' brought up the gangway. 

" There's O'Shay,' says I, 'an' there's Cun- 
nion, an' he's very bad, an' there's Shorty — for 
Hivin's sakes look at Shorty!' 'Twas marine 
guards all round, an' Lord knowed what to fol- 
low; the Jimmy Legses had the time o' their 
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lives. Never in the Service did I see such 
a comin' aboard as that Christmas evel Ould 
Particular goes rampin' up an' down his 
boudoir, roarin' out: 

" 'Do I command a bumboat, or a battleship? 
I shall wear these men down, for this, till anny- 
one could read fine print through 'em,' he says. 
'Never a man shall set foot ashore again in these 
wathers,' he says, *for this evening's carry- 
in's-on,' he says. The marine orderly, guardin' 
his dure, passed this out to the ship at large, an' 
we slept on it. In the mornin' — " 

"Ah 1" remarked Shorty, with relish. 

"In the mornin'," Patrick continued, "all of 
a sudden The Bacterium, whilst nosin' round 
outside the brig, discovers that Number Three- 
one-o-five, lyin' there wid soldiers watchin' 
over him, can't speak annythin' but French. 
On my soul, 'twas a treat to see him! 
Up the gun-deck he kites, like so much 
beheaded poulthry, an' back he comes wid the 
Marine Major. 

" *Now,' says he to Three-one-o-five, pullin' 
him up on his feet, 'say it again.' An' Three- 
one-o-five, very pale, peerin' all about, lets out 
a long string o' French. Then, takin' a leap, he 
lands by a port. An', says he, pointin' a 
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thremblin' finger at the Admiral Costeclar 
across the wather : 

" *Him my sheep, m'sooP 

" The same words!' cries out The Bacterium, 
huggin' himself, ^the very same words 1 A per- 
fect easel' An' with that, grabbin' Three-one- 
o-five, he yanks him head-first off towards the 
sick-bay. 

"Mark you what occurred now. The First 
LuflF came down to the sick-bay 1 There was in- 
numerable lieutenants havin' business there- 
abouts. Soon I heard the berth deck go still as 
death, an' — tramp, tramp, tramp — came Ould 
Particular himself, pretendin' not to be inter- 
ested in annythin', an' the Marine Major taggin' 
him, chatterin': 

" *A remarkable case, sir! He speaks nothin' 
but French!' They all went in through the 
sick-bay dure. 

"Then, all at once, we heard a hubbub up top- 
side; an' down the ladder, escorted in style by 
Jimmy Legs Number One, very bilious an' 
shaky, wearin' a pair o' Chink pants an' a dirty 
white vest, comes Shorty, when, by every token, 
he should 'a' been in the best o' company in the 
sick-bay. 

"The berth deck saw him an' gave a groan o' 
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horror. An' at that, out o' the sick-bay dure 
comes the Skipper, the First LuflF, the Marine 
Major, and The Bacterium, an' claps eyes to 
him, where he stands in his baggy breeches. 

"Holy I The Bacterium gives a squeak o' 
pure fright, runs in to look at what's inside, an' 
then runs out to look at Shorty. Then he runs 
in again, an' drags out Shorty's French-speakin' 
double. An' I think the Skipper himself was 
near to fallin' down at the sight But says 
he, whilst advancin' rapidly on Shorty: 

" 'Clear those men, yonder, away,' he says. 
*Now then, you 1 The quick truth out o' you.' 

"Shorty started to chatter his teeth — " 

"Small wonder 1" cried Shorty. "I counted 
on a calf doctor, not a whole wardroom, an' the 
captain's cabin thrown in I I thought it was my 
last day. 

" *Sir,' says I, chatterin', *I've been used 
shamef'lly, sir. I've been knocked out on the 
beach, an' all my back pay stolen, sir, an' my 
uniform gone, sir, an' it's more dead than alive 
I am, sir, an' that's the truth, sir, so help me.' 

" 'An' who's this, then?' says the Skipper, 
facin' about. 

" Why,' I says, strikin' not much of an atti- 
tude, 'I do believe he's got my uniform onl I 
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don't know, I'm sure, who'd play such a joke 
on me. Whyl He looks like me, too, sirl' 

" 'Looks like you 1' snaps Ol' Particular, 'he's 
your twin, I'm thinkin'.' An' stampin' away 
topside, he wigwags the Admiral Costeclar, 
askin' if they've lost a sailorman. They had, an' 
much obliged to Ol' Particular. They'd send 
for him at once. So Ol' Particular says, wig- 
wagging in return: 

" 'Then send a uniform, too, unless you want 
him naked.' 

"They did so, an' I ain't seen Papeeyon 
since. He was all up in the air; he never un- 
derstood it. I'll bet it's the romance of his life, 
to this day." 

"And afterwards?" 

"Hal hal They never fastened it on me; an' 
no one ever heard, — save Patrick here. You 
see, there were no proofs. I got off with two 
days' solitary, for stragglin'l 

" 'It's some sailorman's joke,' says the Skipper 
to the First Luff, in private, *an' I'm thinkin' 
that if it hadn't been for Biddlebrick we should 
both 'a' saved bunches o' dignity. Curses on 
Biddlebrick,' says he, 'an' his theories.' 

" 'Cordially the same,' says the First Luff. 

"But The Bacterium never was himself again. 
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I think he was on, an' just helpless. For some 
reason, he left us in Manila Bay, not long after, 
for a bum gunboat, — I hope they can digest 
him. Tm leanin' out of a port as he goes down 
the gangway, an' he sees me there. Says I, 
very soft: 

''^Ajew, vfCsoo! 

"No one h^rd but him. An' I smiled at him 
like I loved him half to death. . . ." 
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THE ICHI-BAN MASCOT 

WHEN she arrived in New York harbor 
from Spring target practice, the U. S. S. 
Oklahotna,FiTSt Rate, got scant space in the news- 
papers. She had won back the great-guns record 
from the Fleet at large; her cinnamon bear mas- 
cot had been buried overboard; the one-pound 
Hotchkiss guns in her fighting tops had been 
replaced by range-finders, a la Japonaise. That 
was all the published news, and to me it seemed 
inadequate. For, before she had joined the 
Fleet for target practice, the Oklahoma had 
been on a congenial mission in the Mediter- 
ranean Sea. There had been, all about her stout, 
steel sides, the thrumming of guitars, the laugh- 
ter of Latin women, the popping of rockets, and 
the crashing of salutes to royalty. What won- 
derful, new, informal histories t^^Ui^g^^SkS^^ 
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now, between her decks! I knew of two tale- 
spinners dwelling there, who would have some- 
thing to relate to me. With them I made a twi- 
light rendezvous in Sands Street, which runs 
down to the eagle-topped gates of the Brooklyn 
Navy Yard. 

The evening was still and warm. The air was 
full of echoing evening noises : children's shrill 
cries, a street piano's meager rattle, the rip- 
ple of boots on stone, — for a thin stream of 
men was flowing from the Navy Yard: work- 
men out of the shops and six o'clock liberty men 
oflF of the ships. Presently, from this column, 
rolled briskly Shorty, my seaman of the Okla- 
homa, looking in his loose blue very clean and 
cool, as was his habit, and pleasantly impudent, 

as was his custom. He wasted little time on 

ft 

greetings, being, as I could perceive, full of 
malicious joy. 

"I've just seen a very disgustin' sight," he said, 
catching me by the arm, "very disgustin' 1 Do 
you care to be nauseated — ^would you like your 
stummick turned for you? Look here, then." 

He led me to one of the open, lower windows 
of the Sailormen's Y. M. C. A. building. In- 
side, alone at a table in the dining-room, facing 
us but unconscious of our scrutiny, sat a big, 
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THE ICHI-BAN MASCOT 

lean, sandy Irishman in blue. He was devour- 
ing strawberry shortcake, and raising to his 
freckled, melancholy face, from time to time, a 
glass of milk. As he made play with those 
viands, he seemed mostly moving mouth, jump- 
ing Adam's apple, and red, bony hands. 

"Aha!" remarked Shorty in hollow, carry- 
ing tones. "The solitary debauchee 1 The 
coarse, unblushin' rooey!" 

"Roue," I suggested, sotto voce. 

"The coarse, unblushin' rooay!" distinctly 
repeated Shorty, with a smack of lips. 

Patrick looked up from his plate, cocked his 
head, and stared out at us. Slowly, over his 
working countenance spread recognition. He 
mumbled thickly through his shortcake. 

"Shame!" shouted Shorty, leaping and wav- 
ing his arms. "Cussin' in the Y. M. C. A.! 
Have him out! Where's the devil-dodgin' deck 
officer? " 

Patrick, lounging calmly from the dining- 
room, joined us. Shaking hands with me, en- 
tirely ignoring his shipmate, he remarked: 

"A very pritty evenin' comin' on, eh? It'll 
be a dizzy night along the Isezak'cho — only, 
bein' daylight there, you'd largely lose the 
effect, I'm thinkin'." 

[69] 



SHORTY AND PATRICK 

"All polite-o ! " from Shorty, snub nose* tilted. 
"Strawberries an' milk an' a lisp. You blither- 
in', hairy ol' Mayparty! " 

Patrick continued to look at me. 

"Do I hear a squeakin'? " he inquired, pleas- 
antly. "Did you bring a dog wid you, then — 
ah I You should fetch a chair along. Shorty, my 
fine, little squideen, to stand on when you wish 
to be noticed." 

Shorty chuckled gently. 

"You ol' effete milk-swallower," he said, af- 
fectionately, linking elbows with his friend. 
Then, suddenly : 

"Well, what's the course?" 

"It's only thirty minutes to the Island — " 

"An' there goes the equipage. Full speed 
does it!" 

Over rough cobblestones we chased an open 
trolley car. In its last seat, we made ourselves 
comfortable amid much smoke. The hot, stale 
night breeze caught that smoke-cloud — its ele- 
ments were Durham, canteen stogie, and latakhia 
— and blew it out to the rear platform, where 
suddenly burst forth, in chorus, profane excla- 
mations of astonishment. 

I asked at large : 

"And how's the Happy-Ship? " 
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"You may 'a' heard somethin' of a record? " 
chirruped Patrick, with the calmness of great 
pride. "Make no mistake, 'twas our turret/' 

I shook his big hand. 

"You've lost the bear, too, I hear." 

"Who — little Archibaldus Fleachaser? Why, 
Archie did his dyin' stunt when we were in the 
Meditherranean ; that's ancient history you're 
steppin' into now. We've had an' lost mascots 
a-plenty since him." 

Shorty, on my other side, suddenly wriggled 
with delight. 

"Patrick," he murmured huskily, "I'm goin' 
to tell him that one, though he won't believe it." 

"About Charles MacTavish Noble?" 

"Nothin' less. About Charles, an' the Gor- 
dons at Gibraltar, an' the Spanish King at 
Cadiz. An^, when I've done, he'll have me for a 
bigger liar than ever." 

"Who was Charles MacTavish Noble?" 

"He was our mascot after little Archie. For 
one week we had him, an' near enough he came 
to plungin' us into war with two separate foreign 
powers. You won't believe that we saw a 
Highlander regiment ready to swim aboard us 
with their bayonets in their teeth, on his account. 
An' as for the Spanish King — ^" 

[71] 



SHORTY AND PATRICK 

Shorty, clapping his hand across his mouth, 
hid an amazing facial convulsion. 

"Listen. We came from Naples to Mar- 
seilles, an' from there to Gibraltar. Ever in 
Naples? I was in Naples all one evenin', an' 
the streets are disgustingly rough for poor, tired 
feet. Likewise, I was at Marseilles, but there 
was no liberty; the most I saw o' that place was 
a bunch o' big, stone docks, an' a dame in yallow 
tights, on the end o' one o' them, tyin' herself 
into half -hitches, on a chunk o' carpet.'* 

"What! "I cried. 

"You see, Patrick, he has me for a liar al- 
ready, an' I ain't laid tongue to that ship's 
mascot scandal ! I tell you she was kinkin' her- 
self up into half-hitches an' bowline-knots on 
the end o' the dock, with a crowd standin' round ; 
an' she had on yallow tights, for, I says to Harah, 
while watchin' her out o' the same port — " 

"You mean she was a contorsioniste? '' 

"Well, I'm usually leery o' callin' names, par- 
ticularly where the fair sex is concerned — " 

"Whisht!" murmured Patrick, suddenly open- 
ing his eyes. "Get on to Gibraltar, Don Wan, 
an' omit that feminine scenery, ong route/' 

"Ha! Don Wan, hey? I remember, now, in 
that connection, when Patrick here was lally- 
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gaggin' about in Eastern waters, there was a very 
handsome chawcolate-colored Manila belle 
came down on the string-piece, one day, smok- 
in' a seegar, an' lookin' over the liberty parties 
for her husband — her red-headed, flannel- 
mouthed, double-faced husband, says she. An' 
Patrick, who was bein' towed ashore in a work- 
in' boat, when he put eye to her, he lay down in 
the bottom — " 

A big, freckled hand, swiftly reaching across 
me, seized Shorty by his neckerchief. 

"As I was sayin'," shouted Shorty, hastily, 
"when we came to Gibraltar— 

"There were three British cruisers an' about 
half a hundred torpedo boats inside the break- 
water. Company manners we kept, an' the 
coxswains o' the runnin' boats got all worn 
out standin' an' touchin' caps at the English, 
passin' by in their cutters. We had the Cap- 
tain o' the Hercules aboard, an' the Captain 
o' the Caligula, an' the Captain o' the 
Mercury — but, say, that's no proper name for 
a ship: that's a medicine! However, they 
boarded us, an' Ol' Particular, takin' his 
chapeau out o' tin, he boarded them with 
every ceremony. An' Patrick an' I went 
ashore, that evenin', to inhale the scenery 
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up an' down the Alameda, whilst a red band 
played, an' the girls clicked by on their high 
heels, with combs a foot tall stuck into their 
back hair. Those girls I Ah! Save us, what 
eyes !" 

"There now," remarked Patrick, dryly, to me, 
"if there's a gurrul widin sight of a tale o' 
Shorty's, he'll drag her into it an' go on wheez- 
ing over her like a force draft. 'What eyes,' 
says hel Faith, what hands, he'd be better 
sayin. A good smack on the jaw he took off 
one o' them, that night, the giddy, sawed-off 
flirt 1" 

"I only asked her the time of evening' I" cried 
Shorty, passionately. 

"Thrue for you; but how? 'I ask you,' says 
he, wid a smirk, 'because I see very well you've 
got your clocks wid you.' " 

" 'With weemin, a bold an' dashin' air,' " 
muttered Shorty, evidently quoting, in limp ex- 
tenuation . . . "But^ as I was goin' to say: 
whilst blowin' up an' down the Alameda, we met 
three soldiers in kilts — Highlanders, Gordons — 
very snappy lookin' men, with tight white 
jackets, an' gaiters, an' bare knees, an' dinky 
little caps hangin' over an ear. Good mixers, 
those Gordons : ten seconds after borrowin' a 
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light off 'em, we were sneakin' up on a drink, 
five abreast . . ." 

"What's that street where the Pipes an' Drums 
march through at sundown?" queried Patrick, 
drowsily. "A street full o' little garglin'- 
parlors, some three hundred an' chu, I should 
say, startin' at one end an' emergin' at the other, 
— if possible." 

"The first of 'em, at any rate, was runnin' 
over with Gordons," said Shorty, ^^an' with them 
was Charles MacTavish Noble. 

"It was a little wine shop, you see — Cafe de 
Bomba — full o' smoke an' kilts. An', in the 
midst o' the kilts, all hunched up on a chair, sits 
a small, hairy gorilla in the Gordons' uniform. 
The only thing on earth as black as him was 
the galley flue ; so says I, comin' up : 

" Why, if there ain't Charlie Noble!' 

" 'He is not,' says a big Scotchman, with red 
hair an' a jaw like a horse. *His name is Mac- 
Tavish.' 

" 'His name is Charles MacTavish Noble,' 
says I, ^an' I should know, for I've got his own 
cousin here with me — ' " 

"Another crack like that — " warned Patrick, 
gazing, with half shut eyes, past me at Shorty- 
Shorty, moved stealthily away, 
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"We sat down among the Gordons," he con- 
tinued, "an' between sips we heard the history 
o' little Charlie. 

"He was caught, hoppin' an' skippin' across 
the spine o' the Rock, in his early infancy, by a 
Red Battery. The Red Battery trained him up 
to be a fine, manly little fella, wearin' breeches 
an' gettin' ballerino whenever he could lay hand 
to a bottle o' beer, an' devourin' black tobacco 
like a youman Christian. But when the Red 
Battery took ship to go home, little Charlie was 
missin'. They sailed without him, cussin' back 
over the taflfrail at the Gordons an' swearin' 
they'd pinched him. Which they had, at that — 
breeches, bad habits an' all. For, when next he 
appeared to public view, he came flouncin' forth 
in kilts an' a service cap, as mascot to those 
Highlanders. An' so he'd stayed till the night 
we met them. 

"I wish you could 'a' seen him, sittin' all 
hunched up on his chair in that shop, in the 
midst o' those big, sandy Gordons, with his 
black paw coiled round a bottle o' Bass, lookin' 
as mournful as Patrick, here, under stoppage o' 
pay. 'There's a little fella,' says I to myself, 
'an ichi-ban mascot — a number one mascot — that 
makes our late Archie look rotten,' An', with 
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that, a feelin' crawls over me that I could 
swipe Charles MacTavish Noble with the most 
voluptuous relish. 

" We got very pleasant with the Gordons — 
Patrick an' I — very pleasant an' musical. The 
Gordons sang a song called Tibroch o' Cor- 
richie,' an' Patrick sang ^Savourneen Delish,' an' 
I obliged with *Don't Censor Her, She Done It 
for the Best' Then we had a speech off 
Charles MacTavish Noble's chaperon — the one 
with the jaw like a horse — prayin' for war. 
Then we all lay back an' put our arms round 
each other's necks an' sang 'London Town.' 
Little Charlie joined in with a whistling an' 
chirpin' that Patrick mistook for the bos'n 
•pipin' down hammocks, — so he started to pull 
off his shoes. The next thing you know, we 
were scufflin' down the most cobble-some street 
that was ever laid out in front of a pair o' 
weak legs. There were only four of us left: 
there was Patrick, an' I, an' the big, horse- 
jawed Gordon locked together, an' little Charlie 
Noble taggin' behind, bein' yanked along by 
the paw. 

At the bottom o' that street lay a sea wall. 
An' 'way out beyond, I saw a little string o' 
shroud lights, high up in the dark, winkin' con- 
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tinu'lly: three reds an' a white, three reds an' 
a white, three reds an' a white. 

" Tatrick,' says I, *the acumen o' those signal 
boys is disgustin', — waitin' for us to heave in 
sight, an' then callin' the last boat back. You 
an' I, Patrick, have broke liberty.' 

" Torget it,' says the big Gordon, rockin' 
about an' tryin' to light a cigar in the middle. 
'I don't doubt there's a patrol lookin' for Mac- 
Tavish an' me ; but d'you see any pearls o' grigf 
in my eyes? MacTavish's face ain't visibly dis- 
torted, either, is it? Take a look. We ain't dis- 
turbed; let 'em come. The sooner, the better; I 
want 'em to see this before it's worn off any.' 
D' you know, I ruther liked that fella. 

"Says Patrick: ' 

" 'All well enough for him ; but I've got good 
conduct badges to loose. Let's take a chance at 
the landin', wherever it lies. Ol' Bare-knees 
here'll guide us.' 

" 'Sure,' says the big Gordon, 'I'll gmde you.' 
An', with that, he starts off, whoopin' an' 
boundin', little Charlie bumpin' the cobbles at 
the end of his arm, an' us clatterin' behind. I'll 
bet that was the neat procession, looked at in 
cold blood I 

"Slammin' round a curve, the big Gordon 
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slips up, like a house falling an' takes it on his 
chin. As for little Charlie, he flies over his 
guardian's head, most spectacular, an' sits down 
hard, quite some ways on, with his kilts up 
under his arms. 

" Tor'd, lads, an' at 'eml' wheezes the big 
Gordon, wagglin' his hands up at us, from 
where he lay. 'Follow the pipes, but harkee, 
don't forget to tell the stretchers o' my where- 
abouts.' 

"Peerin' down the street, I saw the landin'. 
Patrick stops half-way, to find out what was 
keepin' me. I had hold o' little Charlie by the 
paw, an' he was slidin' after me over the 
cobbles, still sittin' down and actin' very re- 
luctant. 

" What's eatin' you?' yells Patrick. 'Here's 
the lanch yet. Drop him an' run.' 

" 'He says he's comin' aboard,' I shouts, givin' 
little Charlie a yank that nearly took off his 
arm. 'He says he's sick o' bein' corrupted 
by these red-necked Scotch bally-dancers, an' 
wishes to be a battleship mascot, amongst his 
equals.' I gave Charlie another jerk that 
discouraged him with sittin' down, an' the 
next minute he came along at a gallop. We 
pounded down on the landin' just as Carrol, 
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the coxswain o' the lanch, was layin' his hand 
on the indicator. 

" 'Holy Murder r howls Carrol, tryin' to duck 
behind the wheel. What's that with you?' 

" 'He's a mascot,' says I, heavin' him into the 
coxswain's box. 

" 'He'll never be allowed,' says Carrol. 'He 
should not be on this lanch. You'll be reduced, 
Shorty; you're in liquor; I can smell it from 
here.' 

" 'You wish you had it yourself,' says I. 'As 
for Charles MacTavish Noble, he shall go 
aboard with permission, an' presently he shall 
be enrolled, all in order. Mascots amuse the 
men, says the Skipper, an' must be borne with. 
He's no end more respectable than little Archi- 
baldus, at that; I haven't seen him scratch him- 
self once, since I met him.' 

" 'Very well,' says Carrol, lookin' at me an' 
lickin' his lips. You see, he was anticipatin' 
trouble. 

"We came alongside the ship. You'll recol- 
lect, perhaps, abaft o' the port gangway, there's 
a sea ladder runs up the side, past one o' the 
guns, on the gun-deck? Well, all of a sudden, 
out from between my legs, with a squeak, whips 
little Charles. He takes the gunwale without 
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touchin', swings up that ladder, an' pops, head 
first, in through the gun-deck port, — all before 
I had time to so niuch as make a pass at him. 

"*AhaI Now then,' says Carrol, smirkin' at 
me. TLt's my unpleasant duty to make a report 
of this, on touchin' the deck. A gorilla at large 
in the gun-deck, sir, brought out by so an' so, 
against the urgent advice o' the coxswain, sir.' 
He irritated me, that Carrol, an' I handed him 
a few remarks, — ^just a few, but \ery thorough- 
goin.' An', as luck must have it, the chief 
Jimmy Legs heard me, from topside. 

"I was half-way into my hammock when our 
Division Officer sent for me in his cabin, for a 
short heart-to-heart. I found him sittin' on the 
edge of his bunk, with his blouse hooked up 
over his pink pajamas. 

" What's this,' says he, *about a gorilla 
aboard?' 

"I told him how I found little Charlie hangin' 
round the landin', expressin' ongwee, and how^ 
considerin' him to be 'the perfect picture of a 
mascot, I brought him out. Likewise, how he 
climbed in through the gun-deck port, before 
I'd got permission for him. 

" *He isn't to be found, so I'm informed,' says 
the Division Officer, lookin' at me uncommonly 
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stern. 'He's at large on this ship, an' in hidin'. 
Your actions are unusual,' says he, 'not to say 
spiritus frumenti, an' to-morrow mornin' I shall 
take pleasure in makin' Ol' Particular's eyes 
stick out, with all this — ' " 

"He said that!" 

"Gee, no; I'm tonin' his language down. 
Those words are mine; his were simply dis- 
gustin' I 

"Say, would you believe it — from the minute 
he popped in through that port, little Charlie 
was clean evaporated I No one on the gun-deck 
saw him then or afterwards. You know what 
chance a grown man ud have, hidin' aboard a 
battleship. How did little Charlie do it? 

"In the mornin', the whole ship was wise that 
we should have a mascot somewhere, but where?. 
On my word, the Oklahoma was beat for him 
from funnels to double bottom; I think the 
clinkers shifted about ten tons in the bunkers; 
the black gang went peerin' about the works of 
her with wrenches for self-defense; an' the 
Fifth Division was actu'lly unlockin' magazines 
an' shellrooms — those bein' the last places where 
no one had looked. Ol' Particular sits up be- 
hind his cut-glass ink bottles, in private, an' 
chews the ends of his whiskers. 
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" *Oh, no/ says he — so I've been told — *this 
can't be a battleship — it's a pantomime theayter! 
A gorilla hidin' aboard, now! He'll starve, an' 
expire, an' the quarantine officers '11 come an' 
boot us out into open sea.' 

" We'll certainly find him then, sir, how- 
ever,' the Navigator says, soft but hopeful. 

" Who is this knockabout clown that brought 
him aboard?' barks the Skipper. 'Ahal I 
know him I An' this ain't the first time, 
either 1 But I'm goin' to make it the last, if I 
have to bury himl' Nicely spoken an' very 
comfortin' to Shorty, was it not? Yes, indeed, 
it was not. 

"Cunnion, the mail orderly, on goin' ashore 
that mornin', meets a big Gordon in a quiet 
place near the post office. Where's MacTavish, 
you thief in the night?' says the Gordon, an' 
hands Cunnion a black eye that he brings back 
an' airs as Exhibit A in the causes for interna- 
tional war. Five Kilts came down on the 
landin' an' danced, cussin' the first runnin' crew 
that touched there. Where's that big, bright- 
red Irishman,' they whoops, *an' that handsome, 
intelligent-lookin' little fella called Shorty? 
Send 'em ashore, till we do a fling on the pits 
o' their stummicks — you double-faced pirates, 
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your Carrol, comin' back, reports on it. The 
entente cordialle,' says he, *is astonishin'.' 

"Another day we stayed there, an' I'm told — 
I was in retirement then, technic'lly for bein' 
heard blackguardin' Carrol in the lanch — that 
it was no end vivacious. Patrick, here, turned 
himself into a youman 'extra': every time he 
came below, he sneaked up to the door o' the 
brig an' passed the latest news through the air- 
holes. 

" *Scrubbin' sails an' boat-covers, topside,' 
he'd say — *an' four Gordons in a dingey along- 
side, cursin' up with words I never heard be- 
fore. It's an education . . . Carrol was am- 
bushed on the landin' an' soaked with a volley 
o' stale lemons — he's as sickenin' a sight as ever 
you saw. . . . The Skipper's pretendin' to look 
for structural weaknesses in the hull, — but we 
know he thinks little Charlie's lurkin' there . . . 
A lieutenant has gone ashore to the Gordons' 
officers' quarters to swear on the Book they shall 
have little Charlie the minute he's found . . . 
Fatty Mullins is in the sick-bay, havin' the 
surgeon stick rods up his nose to straighten it — 
he's just back from the beach.' 

"Next mornin' we left — an' little Charlie not 
caught. Can you beat it? The Skipper said 
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the brute had swum ashore, the ship havin' 
been done with a fine-tooth comb. So we sailed 
away leavin' a lineo' Gordons hoppin' along 
the sea-wall after us, wavin' their fists, an' 
roarin' into the wind like so many hyenas. 

"Presently, we arrived at the charmin' port o' 
Cadiz ... By which time, I was at large 
again — '' 

"An' very popular," interjected Patrick, 
dryly. 

"Yep; there was Mullins an' Cunnion 
blamin' their noses an' eyes on me, — likewise, 
whoever else had suffered violence ashore, I was 
the one that had it taken out of him. However, 
avoidin' details — 

*We came to Cadiz. Needless to say, I didn't 
noticeably disembark. I saw my Cadiz off the 
deck; but judgin' from samples that rowed out 
in boats, with zitters, singin' ^Besos y Pesos' an' 
makin' eyes, it was somethin' of a place. 

"Now, the King o' Spain was there, by 
chance, on the protected cruiser Don Wan de 
Vera. The second mornin', all at once the 
Oklahoma began to crawl with business. It was 
Saturday — 'inspect bags an' beddin' ' — but it 
was forget that, an' tumble out, an' go crazy 
with brass rags an' ki-yis, — an' the six-pounder 
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salutin' shells bein' brought up, an' the signal 
boys draggin' the flag-bags for a Spanish ens'n. 
So, by this an' that, we knew whom we'd have 
aboard. 

"The crew turns into blue — full marine guard 
to be paraded, et cefra. The wardroom began 
to show special full dress. The Captain's or- 
derly, goin' down to the marine country to 
primp, remarked, in passin' by: 

" 'There's typhoons in Ol' Particular's cabin. 
His best chapeau's gone, an' his dress pants 
are split up the back most mysterious, an' that 
Jap valley's gettin' his. Who'd go an' swipe a 
chapeau off the Skipper, or split his pants? But 
everyone's gettin' that bug, from the Skipper 
downl Look at the berth-deck cook, shoutin' 
that all his buns were pinched over night I An' 
Mulligan, complainin' yesterday that the can- 
teen lock was broke an' a bunch o' pies an' plug 
tobacco gonel What do they think this is — a 
floatin' reformatory?' 

"I said nothin', bein' suddenly struck with a 
thought that made me quite sick to my 
stummick. 

"By an' by, all havin' been arranged an' tidied, 
the bos'n pipes quarters. The Spanish flag was 
ready to be broke out at the maintruck; the 
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band lolled about on their horns, with their 
mouths pursed up for the Spanish anthem ; eight 
side-boys stood at the gangway. OV Particular 
straddled down the quarter-deck in his second- 
best chapeau, an' all the officers foUowin'. A 
bunch o' silence ensued . . . 

"Across the water came a barge, with the 
King o' Spain sittin' up in the sheets all 
twiddlin', in the sun, with medals an' gold 
lace. But Shorty was looking all the while, 
straight an' glassy, at Ol' Particular's second- 
best chapeau. 

"The drums cut loose with four flourishes; 
the Spanish ens'n was broke out aloft; the 
Skipper chucked himself into his uniform. An' 
on the quarterdeck stood the Spanish King. 

"The whole ship was frozen at the salute, 
savin' Ol' Particular, who advanced on his toes. 
The Spanish King tapped his chapeau, an' 
shook. A very solemn scene. I'll leave it to 
Patrick. An act o' history, — the war forgotten, 
friends once more, an' so on . , . 

"An' then, lookin' across at the row opposite, 
I saw Fatty Mullins gapin' up over my head, 
into the air, as if he saw somethin' horrible. 
Then I saw Carrol, next to him, look up an' go 
green all over his face. Then, the whole row 
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across from me looked up an' dropped their 
jaws. An' then the marine guard, aft, looked up 
an' wobbled their guns; an' the side-boys, 
further aft still, looked up an' groaned out loud ; 
an', at that, the officers, the Skipper, an' the^ 
Spanish King looked up, with their eyes hangin' 
out on their faces. An' not a sound out o' the 
len'th an' breadth o' the battleship Oklahoma, 
except Patrick, standin' not far from me, cryin' 
out 'Holy!' all at once, in a heart- renderin' 
voice. 

"Leanin' over the edge o' the fightin' top o' 
the mainmast, regardin' us, as blazay as ever you 
saw, was Charles MacTavish Noble. He was 
wearin' Ol' Particular's best chapeau cocked 
over one ear, an' one sleeve o' his white Gor- 
don's jacket, an' that's all. He had a lump in 
his face from half a plug o' tobacco. His 
whiskers were full o' canteen pie. 

"There wasn't a stir out o' the whole ship, — 
just a gapin' up at Charles MacTavish Noble. 
He looked down, like a swell takin' notice of a 
lot o' hogs. Then, impudently leanin' one 
elbow on the edge o' the fightin' top, an' 
knockin' Old Particular's chapeau further over 
his ear, he delib'rately stuck out his tongue at 
the Kingo' Spain!" 
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"Shorty!" 

"Ask Patrick," said Shorty, calmly. 

"Would you hear the truth, then?" Patrick 
inquired, raising himself, and staring stonily at 
Shorty. "Well then, he's a—" 

"I ain't!" roared Shorty, drowning out his 
voice. 

"Now," I said, "if I'm to swallow any of it, 
you must clear up a few details. For instance, 
afterward — " 

"In a crate," began Patrick, "neatly ad- 
dressed — " 

"Oh, say, ain't that enough?" piped Shorty. 
"Ain't Ma/ what you'd call a situation? Don't 
ask us to spoil it! Besides, what a thing to have 
happen aboard our ship. Draw a veil! Draw 
a veil !" 

"Patrick?" 

Patrick was starmg ahead, into the indigo 
night, to where, under a mellow, tremulous, far- 
extending nimbus, great fantastic twists of archi- 
tecture blazed as if constructed of white fire. 

"There she lies," he murmured, sucking his 
teeth in esthetic joy. "Ah — ^you were sayin'?" 

"That story—" 

"Well—" He glanced at Shorty. Slowly 
over his face spread a sweet Irish smile. 
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"In the main, then, he's a faithful histhorian 
o' the Happy-Ship," said Patrick. "Faithful, 
though prolific, anl accurate, though — ah — 
fertile." 

iWith the cool, salt breeze, flavored by sea and 
fields, blowing in our faces, swiftly we slid from 
gloom to brightness and, at length, into the 
throbbing, glittering, white heart of the Island. 

'^A has with yarns," cried Shorty, briskly, 
springing down on the ground and hitching up 
his trousers, "who'd tell 'em when he's got the 
chance to make 'em? Come onl Let's take an' 
stand this place on one end!" 
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SHORTY and Patrick, in liberty blue and 
new, gilt hat-ribbons, were captives of 
mine in an East Side cafe of Teutonic flavor. 
iWith a table I had penned them in an alcove, 
and had posted near them a stout sentinel in 
white and black. I was determined to be 
evicted from the balconies of no more theaters 
that evening, — a consequence natural even at an 
Amateur Night in Fourteenth Street, when one's 
companions, missing an ineflScient actor with 
their missiles, damage the scenery. 

My prisoners sat in that cramped attitude 
from which Americans, alone, get comfort: on 
their backbones, their knees on a level with 
their chins, their shins wedged against the table's 
edge. Their lean, brown faces revealed smug 
satisfaction, — at recollection, doubtless, of their 
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disgrace. It was Shorty who voiced that state 
of mind. 

"At any rate," said he, sucking his teeth com- 
placently, "the crowd was with us." 

I remembered how, at that shameful moment, 
the gallery mob, approving my friends' em- 
phatic form of criticism, had clambered up on 
its seats to bawl profane protests at our off- 
taking. 

"The noise was turrible," reflected Shorty, 
proudly. ^^Not only in the pea-nut, but in the 
orchestra as well. Piercin' screams from the 
orchestra. Prob'ly society girls, gone off their 
topknots at our puril . . ." 

"I think it was a guy fell out o' the balcony," 
remarked big Patrick, calmly. 

"Nol" cried Shorty, his face brightening. * 
"You don't say! Out o' the balcony, hey! Just 
delib'rately, I suppose! Patrick, don't you 
let me forget to buy a yellow journal in the 
mornin'." 

"Do you think they'll print it?" inquired 
Patrick of me, seriously. 

"With the names?" asked Shorty. "The only 
time I ever got into the papers," he said plain- 
tively, "they spelt my name so that I was a liar 
every time I passed the clippin' round. That 
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was a night at Barnum's. . . . Have you got the 
makin's? Thanks." 

After our sentinel had come and gone: 

"jWhat about that night at Barnum's?" 

"Oh, that," said Shorty, sliding down on his 
spine again, his glass trembling on one high 
knee, "was nothin' but the denou^mont! An' the 
rest of it's spread over half the world; too long, 
with my liberty up at one, an' Wallabout Chan- 
nel miles away ..." 

Perhaps I stared at this sudden virtue. 

"There'll be no come-back on your ship to- 
morrow," I tempted him. "You know your 
skipper's ashore, at the big dinner downtown?" 

"No danger this time," said Shorty, cynically. 
"He was tight at the last one an' subsequently 
made a show of himself." 

"A show of himself!" 

"Well, all I know : afterwards, comin' up the 
starboard ladder from the lanch, he slides down 
three steps on his buttons. An' at that, he says, 
very fretfully: 

" ^I wish,' he says, 'those Jap coolies would 
quit oilin' the stairs in these places.' " 

"Conclusive, eh?" drawled Patrick. "But 
what volumes o' histhory are those, Shorty, to 
take so long tellin' ? " 
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"Well . . . Have you forgotten ouf Picture- 
Gallery George? " 

Patrick smiled, suddenly for him. 

"Ould George, the Work-of-Art? Faith, it 
takes me backl Yokohama, Kobe — " 

" ^Nagasaki, Yokohama. 

^^^Kobe tnaru hoi/^' — chanted Shortly, nasally 
and surprisingly geisha-like. "The whole bunch 
o' ports, each participatin' in the ruin o' Picture- 
Gallery George . . ." 

"Take the credit; 'twas you hounded him to 
his grave." 

"Grave! You'd think he was dead. He's a 
great man in his line to-day, makin' a fortune, 
an' me to thank. I'm his philanthropist. I 
made him what he is." 

"You did that," assented Patrick, grinning. 

"An' what return does he make when he sees 
me long afterwards," declaimed Shorty, passion- 
ately, "an' him all bloated up in the midst of his 
successes? On sight, he tries to jump through 
me. It needed three cops — 

"Wait; I'll tell it from the beginnin'. 

"You see, George should never 'a' gone into 
the Service. He mistook his callin' : he was no 
sailorman; he was a born bum actor. One o' 
those smooth, oily guys with a shaved neck, an' 
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a bang he could chew the end of. Every move 
a picture. An' stuck on his shape? Say! In 
the shower-baths he was forever humpin' up his 
shoulders an' pinchin' his muscles, tryin' to get 
a hand. He had himself mugged at a photog- 
rapher's in Yokohama, in a pair o' swimmin' 
tights, with his arms folded so as to bulge out 
his biceps, an' a grin on his face to make you 
sick to your stummick with pity for him. One 
day the bunch, washin' up, begun to remark 
what a finely developed chest George had. An' 
George, havin' swelled himself out with 
wind as far as he'd go, hadn't the heart to 
let it out an' collapse an' spoil the tableau. 
He got quite faint, just from suffocatin' him- 
self; he had to lie down in the suds and be 
slapped. We thought his heart had stopped 
on him. 

"That's the kind George was . . . till I got 
through with him." 

"I gather that you disliked George? " 

Patrick smiled discreetly. 

"I couldn't bear him," said Shorty with ap- 
parent frankness. 

"Why? " 

Patrick took elaborate interest in the lighting 
of his cigar. Shorty drawled: 
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"Well, this George, you see, he had a notion 
when girls were concerned — " 

"Ah, which one was it? The New York girl 
in Hongkong who used to cry to hear the Ele- 
vated again? That pretty, red-headed one at 
Manila? Or some other, at home? 

"Not me; not me!" protested Shorty, blush- 
ing. "It was a friend o' mine. An' George, 
with his shaved neck an' his hair all perfumed 
off the barber, fixes my friend with her. He 
tells her to look at the tattooin' on my friend's 
arm. 

"At that there weren't but three or four initials 
there, an' one ^Ada,' an' a brace o' bleedin' hearts 
on a skewer. Don't suppose you ever saw Kelly, 
the bos'n's mate? In his young days he got him- 
self so covered with girls' initials an' silly mot- 
toes, that he looks like a tree in a picnic grounds. 
An' yet, it makes him solid at home. His wife 
thinks he was the whole thing in his youth ; she 
can hardly imagine how she came to get him 
away from the rest. Ain't they funny, though? " 

Taking advantage of that moment of specula- 
tion, I reached for Shorty's left wrist. But he, 
suddenly comprehending, defended himself in 
a frenzy. The clatter of glasses and furniture 
was prodigious. It ended in Shorty's personal 
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victory as, flaming red, he braced his chair in 
the corner, and threatened with his brandished 
heels. 

"If you'll treat me right, now," he said, pa- 
thetically, "I'll go on an' tell this. I'm tryin' to 
entertain you, an' you assault me. Anyone but 
you, I'd say it was hardly gentlemanly. 

"I was goin' to say how this George wasn't 
satisfied with what he'd already done. On 
cruise, whenever we came into port, George 
would make out that he'd been dealt a letter 
from that girl who couldn't stand for year-old 
tattoo marks. He'd come round wagglin' a 
chunk o' light-blue paper, an' making out to 
read it. Once, on the gun-deck, he said to me: 

" ^Congratulate me, Shorty, I'm goin' to be 
a married man when my term's up.' 

" ^Oh, are you? ' says I. Well, I dare say 
you'll make a lovely bunch as one,' I says. 

" ^Nothin' but,' he says. The day's set, an' 
I'm as happy as a lark.' An' he shuffled a clog 
on the linoleum, to prove it. ^An' I consider 
myself very fortunate,' he says, %at I'm not 
disfigured with the relics of a disorderly past, 
to shock a sweet, young girl.' 

"Thinks I : Wait, Shorty. Don't soak him. 
Somethin' longer an' more lingerin'. Somethin' 
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delicately done an' piled on, little by little, on 
the sly. Somethin' far more worthy of you, 
Shorty, than mere fisticuffs. An' while thinkin' 
so, on my word, I begun to grin in his face. It 
was just that thought, you see: that sooner or 
later I'd find the proper answer to that disor- 
derly past remark, an' how surprised he'd be, 
after clean forgettin' it was ever due him. 

"We were in Yokohama harbor then. Pat- 
rick, do you remember that night in the Isezak'- 
cho— Theaytre Street? " 

Patrick, cap off, somewhat joss-like behind a 
cloud of smoke, nodded benignantly. 

"An' do you remember that archery-booth be- 
side the theayter trimmed in crimson streamers? 
How Double-Life Stubbs an' that crowd were 
inside, seein' the show, when the shootin'-booth 
man sicked his gang on you an' me? An' how 
or Double-Life came tearin' an' rampin' forth, 
with reinforcements?" 

"I remember that the shootin'-booth man, at 
least, was well wounded by his own weapons," 
said Patrick, with heavy satisfaction. "I did 
it myself." 

"I saw the result. Where did you learn rapid- 
firin' with a bow, Patrick? " 

"A bowl Would I bother wid such a thrashy 
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ballistics? Pooh! He was gettin' away over 
a wall; so I chose a handful of arrows, and 
stabbed him where he vanished." 

^^Our get-away was the thing — ^with those 
wooden shoes sailin' into us like shells! I can 
hear 'em now, crackin' on Fatty Mullins's head. 
Ah—" 

" 'Twas a grand evenin'," Patrick assented. 
"I lost you early, though Shorty. Or did you 
go wid us to the dancin' up at Number Six? 
Gay doin's, but Harah spoiled it, pretendin' he 
was a cifcus horse, an' jumpin' through the paper 
walls into a room where a bunch o' Japs were 
pullin' off a weddin' dinner. There's somethin' 
lackin' in Harah." 

"He 's no refinement," Shorty agreed. "No, 
I wasn't there. In the stampede out o' the Ise- 
zak'cho, I fell in with that George, or over him. 
He was wanderin' feebly about in rings, an' I 
took him in tow. 

"You should 'a' laid eyes to him then, as 
I hoisted him through dark alleys, avoidin' 
pursuers. He was the last rose o' summer, gog- 
glin' an' droopin' an' wiltin' an' delib'rately 
usin' me for a sofa. 

" ^George,' says I, settin' down with him on 
the porch of a house to rest, *this is bad business. 
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There were black eyes handed round in the 
Isezak'cho, an' the Japs, you know, are not the 
Chinese. There'll be complaints an' heavy pun- 
ishment. I can see Ol' Particular's cheeks 
bulgin' now; his private language '11 be a shinin' 
pattern for the ship at large. You an' I need 
alibis.' 

"All the answer I got out o' George was a 
snore that rattled the porch. A small, sleepy 
Jap came out o' the house in dishabille — " 

"Dishabille? " Patrick inquired. "You mean 
Motomachi?" 

"Dishabille's no street, you big cow, it's a 
night-gown lyce. Though it was the Moto- 
machi; for the Professor roosted thereabouts 
midst the native population. He heard us 
jawin' the sleepy Jap in English, no doubt, 
an' so nailed us. 

"You see, while I was rousin' George, at the 
Jap's request, an' preparin' for further wander- 
in's, a voice said in my ear: 

" *Jack, can you spare me the price of a bed 
an' a cup o' coffee? I used to be a fine young 
man, an' liked my fun ; but now look at me. Jack, 
down an' out. There, that's a good fella 1' 

"It took me straight back to Fourteenth Street. 
I turned round, and saw a poor ol' guy from 
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home, with white whiskers all over his face like 
he was hidin' in the Park. There's a fine, 
good, young fella, Jack,' he cries, wipin' his eyes 
with his hands. ^I was your kind once; easy 
come an' go, gay an' free. An' here I am now, 
all in, on the wrong side o' the world, an' never 
a chance o' seeing the ol' town again.' 

" Why,' I says, cryin' myself, *how dare you 
try to strong-arm me, you old crook? ' An' I 
slipped him what I had left: four yens, I think, 
an' about a pound o' copper cash. We sat down 
together on the penny piazza. 

"He told me that he was from New York; 
so I gave him the news : how the old places were 
closin' up under the Elevated, an' how the sail- 
ormen had all gone to Fourteenth Street. *An' 
so even Rooney's place is clos'd,' he'd say. *Ah, 
it's an ol' man I'm gettin' to be, when Rooney's 
is gone. It's time I was movin' myself.' 

"When I made a break to get up, he 
grabbed me. 

" 'Ain't there anythin' I can do for you, to 
remember me by?' he says. 

Why,' says I, *I don't see what.' 
^A little, full-rigged ship on your arm!' 
says he. *A twist of anchors 1 A nice female 
figure! It's the only gift I've got left, an' I 
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used to be a great tattooer, back on the Bowery. 
Professor McManus — that's me. But here 
there's nothin' doin'; the Japs have me beaten 
at my own game . . .' 

"I sat as if froze there. I tried my voice 
two or three times before it sounded quite care- 
less an' free. 

" Why/ I said, then, 'there's nothin' that you 
can do for me, for I've got mine on already. But 
here's my friend. He's crazy about tattooin'. 
It's all I hear from him. He'll see a Jap tat- 
tooer's place, an' I have to fight him to keep him 
out of it. "No, George," I say, "you'll be sorry. 
Be patient; don't spoil yourself. What you want 
is a white man's work on you. I'm savin' you 
for an artist. An' George, he's waitin' for you, 
somewhere, with his needles. No fear, the lucky 
day '11 come for you." An', sure enough. Pro- 
fessor, here it is I ' 

" Tor that. Jack,' says the Prof, with feelin', 
'your friend shall have the best I'm able. I'll 
get the needles off of a Jap at the end o' the 
street. We'll fix him there. When he comes 
around, how he will wring your hand !' 

"Well, joy gave me stren'th ; I packed George 
up the Motomachi like he was a pillow. The 
Prof, hobbled ahead, to wake the Jap, — an' a 
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sore Jap he was. But we got in, an', for a won- 
der, with our shoes on. 

"It was a queer place inside, when we made 
a light, to judge from the black, shiny eyes peep- 
in' through the screens. A lot o' pretty little 
kids in red peeked down the stairs, an' yelled, 
an' an old woman smacked 'em an' chased 'em 
back to bed. 

" What is it? ' I asked. 

" 'Geisha school,' says the Prof. He looked 
turrible in the light. His eyes were pink. His 
white lilocks were brushed every which way, an' 
all smoked yallow round his mouth. 

"But he took out one o' my yens an' threw it 
down like a king. 

^^' Sake I says he. 'Boilin' hot. It's a per- 
nicious habit,' he says, winkin' at me, 'but just 
this once, hey? It's all right when you can stop 
any time, as I could, if I wished.' 

"They mixed the little bowls o' colors, an' 
laid out the needles. An' George! What 
snores! It was like the lion's house in the 
menagerie, to hear him. 

" 'See here,' I says, lookin' at the Jap, 'no na- 
tive talent. The good ol' Bowery style. No 
oriental art in this.' 

" 'Oh,' says the Prof., almost shocked. *I 
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wouldn't permit him — not one punch. Now 
then, what sort o' design?' 

"I thought a while. 

" Well,' I says, at len'th, 'he's quite a guy 
with the girls, you know. Somethin' rather 
sporty?' 

" 'A nice female figure?' 

" 'Exquisite. But nothin' prim, now.' 

" 'Oh, by no means! Where'll he have it?' 

" 'Well, suppose we say laid over his chest? 
He's got a fine chest, has George, — it'll make a 
swell background. An' spread it, mind. Noth- 
in' dinky. Ample's the word.' 

" 'Jack,' says the ol' cuss, with water in his 
eyes, 'you hurt my pride. Leave it all to me.' 
Sayin' which, he has some sake, takes up the 
needles, an' clears away George's overshirt. 
Then, stickin' the tip of his tongue out o' one 
end of his mouth, he begins. 

"Well, I couldn't stay. J just had to go off 
somewheres an' yell. So I thought I heard a 
friend outside, callin' my name. 

" 'Don't stop the job,' I says. 'I'll be right 
back. Continue, Prof., continue without stint.' 

"I tiptoed out an' left them. Will I ever for- 
get it? The Jap sat outside the candlelight, 
sneerin' at the Prof, behind his hand; an' all 
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the screen-cracks had eyes shinin' through them. 
It was a bit creepy at that ... 

"But outside I forgot it, thinkin' o' George, 
the double-faced, slanderin', naggin', note-wag- 
glin', never-disfigured fiance! Yowl I beat it 
through the town, over the bridge, across the 
Concession, down the Bund, onto the landin', 
an' headfirst into the last lanch, just in time. 

" 'You're full. Shorty,' says Coxswain Carrol, 
very severe, when I fell over him an' the wheel. 

" *I am,' says I, *an' glad of it' An' I sang 
The Voyage o^ Columbus all the way out to 
the ship ..." 

Shorty stopped abruptly, to crane his neck 
from our alcove. 

"Hi, what's that, in the hall out there! 
Ladies in short skirts? A guy with horns, in a 
mask?" 

"A ball upstairs," said Patrick, without in- 
terest. "They've been beatin' the floor this half 
hour. A mask ball. What of it? You're tellin' 
a story." 

"George, you know, was due aboard?" I 
hinted. 

"Ah, yes. But not till next mornin'. He was 
rowed out then, about First Call, in a sampan, 
very pale an' debilitated. He was some nine 
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hours over his liberty, an' Ol' Particular was 
tearin' mad at anythin'. He'd heard officially 
about the Isezak'cho, an' every sailorman ashore 
that day he was sure was in it. Consequently, 
that mornin', he lit on our George an' heaved 
all the extra duties on the ship at him, com- 
pletin' the horror. But I'm ahead o' myself. 

"George came aboard, you see, draggin' him- 
self down the gun-deck. It was crammed with 
men ; we were just in from scrubbin' canvas ; the 
mess gear was down, an', through the hatch, the 
marine country was full of undershirts an' half- 
cleaned rifles. The mixture appeared to annoy 
our George. 

" 'Hello,' says I, slappin' him. on the back. 
Where were you last night?' 

" 'How should I know?' says he. 'I wish you 
wouldn't slap me that way, Shorty, it makes 
my head ache.' 

" 'I was lookin' for you everywhere,' I says. 

" Were you, though?' says he. 'Phewl Ain't 
that smell o' breakfast disgustin'?' 

"George's overshirt was loose at the neck. 
I says: 

" Why, George ! You ain't had yourself 
tattooed 1' 

"He made a dab at his throat. 
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"^Me?' he rattled. Where? Where?' 

"An', when he'd torn his shirt half off his 
back, there, all over his chest, was the saddest- 
lookin' sketch I ever saw. 

"It was a nice, female figure, out o' the ol' 
Black Crook, I should think. Vintage o' '70, 
when the Prof, was in his prime. She was up 
on one foot an' as if kickin' George in the chin 
with the other. No, she wasn't prim, by any 
means, — but the work itself! Oh, oh, what 
drawin' 1 

"We sat George in a barber chair near by. 
When he saw himself in the glass, he actu'lly 
burst into tears. 

" ^I'm ruined,' he moaned. Whatever got 
into me! I'll never be the same again!' The 
crowd was ten deep, an' more comin' all the 
time. 

" 'Don't take on so, George,' I says soothin'ly. 
Why, it's a decoration.' 

"'Oh!' says he, 'a decoration! Heaven for- 
give you. Shorty, for sayin' that!' 

"I pushed out, hurt at havin' my taste ques- 
tioned. Safe on the other side o' the gun-deck, 
I did a few light steps — quite Black Crookish — 
an' stuck a friend's head into the dish-washin' 
machine, 
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"Well, sir, from that day, George began to 
change. I noticed it in little things. First, I 
didn't have any more pale-blue letters waggled 
in my face. An' George in the shower-baths 
was always tryin' to hide the Black Crook lady: 
he quite dropped off his old game, as a pose 
plastique. He kept a little mirror in his ditty- 
box, an' he used to sneak off an' look at his em- 
bellishments in it . . . I learned several useful 
new words by listenin' attentively to George, at 
such times. 

" ^It's turrible,' he said, one day, *to think o' 
goin' through life shovin' a sketch like 
that in front o' you! If it was even somethin' 
else!' 

" Well,' I said, *then why not have it covered 
up with somethin' else? Somethin' to fit over it, 
somethin' artistic, really Japanese — a souvenir, 
eh? Go to a good Jap tattooer, an' tell him you 
want an ichi-ban picture laid over that. You 
won't regret it.' 

" *No?' says he, startin' up. Tou think I 
wouldn't? Could I truly get the miserable 
thing covered up that way? Shorty, I believe I 
could! You're all right, you are!' He was 
quite tickled. 

"We were out o' Yokohama, an' coastin' for 
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Kobe then. He could hardly wait to arrive 
there. 

"At Kobe, he was in a perfect fever to get his 
liberty. When he went ashore, it was the grief 
o' my life that I couldn't go with him. I never 
put in a longer afternoon. 

"He returned, towards evenin', lookin' like a 
guy fresh from swallowin' a hearty drink an' 
suspectin' too late that it's wood alcohol. 

" 'Shorty,' says he, somewhat pale in the twi- 
light along the gun-deck, 'I'm goin' to ask you 
to look at this.' He peeled. Patrick was on 
hand, for one. 

"Say, as George stood there, I couldn't see 
him at all. The only thing that I saw was a red, 
blue an' green geisha, about a foot an' a half 
high, trailin' all over George. You can im- 
agine, when I tell you her fancy hair-pins were 
ticklin' his neck, while her skirts finished off 
under his belt. Seein' it all at once, it dazed me. 

" 'Well, well,' he snaps out. 'How about it?' 

" 'Why, George,' I says, as though unwill- 
in'ly, 'it's too big.' 

'"Holy Mackerel!' he howls, goin' up in 
the air. 'That's what I told him! Too big? 
It's life-size !' 

" 'Oh, not quite,' I says, gently, reprovin' 
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Harah an' Patrick here, with a glance, for 
laughin'. ^Not quite life-size. But it rather 
shocked me, you see, comin' on it suddenly; 
it's so awful prominent. If you were off the 
len'th o' the ship, that's all I could see o' you — 
that lady. An' I don't even think she's a geisha, 
George, — look at that sash tied in front. It's 
good you're no married man; it ud hardly do 
for one, would it?' 

" ^No?' says he in a little, weak voice, sittin' 
down on a box. *You don't think so?' 

'' '1 should hesitate,' I says. ^If I was goin' to 
get married, it's hardly that style o' picture I'd 
have punched into me. I'd select somethin' 
more — professional, somethin' more heroic' 

" What would you have. Shorty?' he quavers, 
holdin' his head. ^Tell me true. Shorty, for at 
least you've sympathy, which some haven't' — 
with a look at Patrick an' Harah. 

" Well,' I says, quite cheerful an' opti- 
mistical, Vhy not a naval battle?' 

" ^A naval battle!' says he. Tou're out o' 
your head!' 

" 'A naval battle's thrillin' an' appropriate,' I 
says. 'Moreover, the details can be as mixed 
as you like, an' none the wiser. You could 
almost, I think,' says I, eyin' him over like 
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a doctor prescribin', 'have a naval battle yet, 
over that.' 

"He gets up, gives me one look, an', draggin' 
his heels, takes his Jap lady away with him. 

"Next mornin', George's tattooin' was the talk 
o' the ship. It was just gettin' painful, an' 
George, in consequence, very fretful, an' every 
one plaguin' him for a look. For ten cents 
American money I think George would 'a' 
chucked himself overboard. 

"Says Patrick to me, next day: 

" 'I believe he's gettin' a trifle nutty. Shorty. 
He acts very queer at times, goin' round mut- 
terin'. He has a wild eye. You'd best cut 
it out.' 

"'Cut what out!' says I. 'What am I doin' 
now? / was done with Professor McManus. 
Did I make him go to that Kobe Jap? No; 
a donkey engine couldn't 'a' held him back. 
An' that's not all. When these picturesque guys 
get tinkerin' with themselves, they never let up. 
He'll go on of his own accord, now he's got the 
habit. Wait till we're at Nagasaki; you'll see.' 
We were out o' Kobe then, runnin' south. 

"George got in the way o' huntin' me out to 
discuss the tattoo lady. 'It's havin' an effect on 
the ship, too,' he says. 'Billy Spratt — ^you know 
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how religious he is — he asked me the other day 
if there wasn't some way o' tonin' it down an' 
makin' it less lifelike? He says he thinks it al- 
most isn't just nice ; it's nearly as if there were 
ladies concealed aboard — Heaven help us I' 

" Well,' I says, kindly, 'there's always the 
naval battle, George.' 

"Presently we came to Nagasaki, where 
George got his liberty. After seein' him off for 
the beach, I said to Patrick: 

"'Or George the Work-of-Art has gone 
ashore to do it again.' 

" 'Shorty, enough is plenty. I can't believe 
you ain't a liar,' says Patrick, with his customary 
delicacy. 

" 'AH right,' I says. 'If he hasn't made a 
fresh show of himself by to-night, I'll take you 
up to that Risin' Sun tea-house, on the hill, an' 
ruin your linin's. Why, George couldn't stop 
now, any more than you could stop usin' to- 
bacco. It's a turrible habit, creepy to contem- 
plate, ain't it? Vanity does it. Get down an' 
give thanks, Patrick, that you look like a horse.' 

"That night I didn't wait for George to hunt 
me. I found him on the gun-deck, sunk down 
on the sill o' the office. He was quite peaked out. 
On seein' me, he says, in a faint tone o' voice : 
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" 'I've had a heart-breakin' day, Shorty.' 

" What doin'?' I asked him, in a jolly way. 

" ^Can't you guess?' he said, as if he wanted 
to cry. 

" 'Not been to more tattooers I' I shouted, 
steppin' back. 

" Tes, Shorty, I have,' he said. *I didn't 
want to, but somehow I couldn't keep away. It 
was dreadful, tryin' not to do it; but it wasn't 
any use. I couldn't stand that incriminatin' Jap 
figure a minute longer. I've had myself done 
over. At least, I'm not suggestive any more.' 

" 'Let's see,' I says, an', with my hand behind 
my back, motions to Patrick. He came over 
with Harah, an' Quinn, an' LiCks — " 

^'Not forgettin' Willie Spratt, the moral 
censor," interrupted Patrick. 

"An' Spratt, yes, to give it tone. George 
balked at the crowd, at first. But finally, he 
pulled his overshirt up over his head. It wasn't 
very light there. 

" 'Well,' I says, 'you dude, since when have 
you been wearin' that blue underwear?' 

" 'That ain't underwear,' he answered, with 
his voice tremblin', 'that's tattooin'.' 

" 'Oh I' groans the bunch, like one man, 
baggin' at the knees. 
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"George was tattooed solid, as if he had on 
a sleeveless shirt, with enough dragons an' 
snakes an' reptiles, tied into half-hitches an' 
makin' faces from bow-knots, to fit out a dozen 
delirium tremens. An' this effect was shaded off 
on the arms, most artistic'lly, with little snakes, 
taperin' down to caterpillar-size, an', finally, 
just a bug here an' there, to carry off the decora- 
tion. I never saw anythin' like it, anywheres, 
not even on an ol'-fashioned Jap fireman's 
back. 

" *It took all five o' those tattooers all day to 
do it,' quavers George, from the office sill, where 
he'd sat down again in a heap. ^I got scared 
when they began to exceed my orders, an' tried 
to stop 'em. But they'd got that interested an' 
worked up over it, that they wouldn't take no for 
an answer. They kept swearin' there'd be 
nothin' else like it — " 

" There isn't,' I says. 

" *It gives me the creeps,' says Harah. *You 
look like a temperance lecturer's picture of a 
drop o' beer, magnified a thousand times. Ex- 
cuse me if I go, George? I like a swallow now 
an' then ; I don't want my appetite scared away.' 

"He went, an' the rest with him, unable to find 
words. I went too, for I was hurt to think how 
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he'd chose snakes, when I'd been all for naval 
battles. So we left George alone, on the office 
sill, amongst his reptiles." 

Shorty stopped. 

"An' he never knew," added Patrick. 

"Till long after," corrected Shorty. "But 
'twasn't George that found it out then, I don't 
think. I've a suspicion some one else put him 
next to himself." 

"Ah, yes; what about that girl?" 

"How can you tell what they're goin' to do?" 
said Shorty, enigmatically. "He was makin' 
enough to keep a family, when I saw him. In 
Barnum's. On a platform. Photos, twenty-five 
cents, in a line along the front. You're on?" 

"So, after all," concluded Patrick, " 'twas 
Shorty set him up in his profession." 

"An' how ungrateful; how, how — Pst! 
There, lookin' in at the door, in blue, with the 
little mask on 1" 

"From the ball upstairs, you coquette," 
drawled Patrick, lying back and feeling for a 
fresh cigar. To me : 

"The pritty ones don't wear masks, do they?" 

"No? Suppose," cried Shorty, beaming, as if 
with sudden inspiration, "suppose we patronize 
an' see?" 
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Rashly, forgetting the early evening, I agreed. 
Directed by the waiter, we found, round the 
corner, a small, nocturnal shop-of-all-goods, 
where we procured three amazing noses. Be- 
hind these we wept demurely to the ball. And 
there, Shorty, without previous introduction, 
won a Queen of Diamonds out of a hedge of 
frowning youths, all collars and cowlicks. And 
Patrick, from a whirling, spangled waltz, 
emerged escorting a bewildered Cleopatra, or 
some such siren, a queue of disgruntled rivals 
muttering at his heels. But these things must be 
irrelevant, touching on extraneous love and war 
(for war followed, in which two, blue clad, 
raged in the cloak room against heavy odds, like 
Ulysses and Telemachus among the Suitors). 
Afterwards, however, I noticed something that 
was relevant. 

For into the street — ^while Shorty, the fre- 
quently-ejected, was taking stock of casualties 
there — the Queen of Diamonds emerged with 
her escort from the ball. Defying convention, 
she paused to say good-night to Shorty. And 
because she admired valor exhibited on her ac- 
count, in the face of a chagrined cavalier, she 
tidied Shorty's neckerchief, brushed off his over- 
shirt, and rolled down his sleeves. But, while 
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rolling down his sleeves, she stopped to look in- 
tently at his arms. 

^'WelT/' she exclaimed, dropping his hands as 
if they were red-hot. "If I'd 'a' known you 
were a flirt, an' a jollier, an' all marked up with 
other girls' names, you wouldn't 'a' kissed me 
to-night behind any scenery. Here; take it 
back!" 

Dexterously hurling it back at him, she 
dragged away her escort. 

Shorty turned up to the lamplight a dazed 
countenance. 

"Say, all over the world there's no two of 'em 
alike 1" 
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SHORTY and Patrick and I were marching, 
with the precision of a Macedonian pha- 
lanx, upon the Heart of Coney Island. Small 
boys, darting across our way, avoided us as 
pedestrians, for fear of being run over, shun the 
inflexible forefront of a marching regiment. 
Best girls, in transit from one aerial railway to 
another, brought their escorts to a halt and — 
gum-chewing suspended for the moment — 
feasted their eyes on my gallant companions. 
Patrick's impressive bulk drew out one juve- 
nile "hooray!" and Shorty's impudence at least 
one secretly delivered smile. So, amid admira- 
tion both patriotic and amorous, we progressed 
grandly, bearing ourselves with the urbanity of 
persons perfectly self-satisfied. 
Our eyes were dazzled by fiery architecture 
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rising against the hot, black sky, — a garble of 
spangled domes and towers such as the Arabian 
Jinn must have evolved, between two days, for 
their astonished masters. From that glowing 
region of promise came, to greet us, on the 
tepid breeze, music from military to aboriginal, 
falsetto shrieks of terror experienced aloft and 
at full speed, the rattle of vast, airy machinery, 
detonations of powder-play, the clack of urgent 
voices promising every marvel. 

Distinct amid this uproar was beaten out the 
cadence of a brass band : 

"Boom! (rest) Boom! (rest) Boom! (a double 
rest) Boom! Boom!" 

At that incentive, Shorty, half crouching, ad- 
vanced nimbly, with a shuffle of heels. His lips 
puckered, his face wearing a look of great sever- 
ity, he whistled windily a jaunty fragment some- 
how familiar. Tall Patrick, for a wonder, 
caught the tune and joined in it, with an exces- 
sive exercise of flats and sharps. Remembering 
more accurately with every step, from whistling 
they came to singing snatches, such as: 

"Boom; Ha, ha! Boom; Ha, ha!" 

Then, suddenly, we all recalled it. And, in 
our exultation throwing shame to the winds, we 
arrived before the Heart of Coney Island, 
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locked abreast and singing for all who chose 
to hear: 

"Tra, la, la, la, la. 

La-la-la I Lai Lai 

Voila les Anglais, 

Bourn I Hal 

Bourn I Ha, ha, ha I" 

We were settled, finally, at table, aloft upon a 
glittering balcony. Below us, in a circus ring 
hanging over a lagoon and spattered by gro- 
tesque fountains, gay equestrians succeeded per- 
forming polar bears and were succeeded by 
vivid acrobats. 

"Shorty, that little French song, — I've been 
wondering where you could have got it. It 
sounds like Paris." 

"That? " from Shorty, between licks along a 
half-rolled cigarette. "That was Nice, I think, 
last Mediterranean cruise. Aha I I remember 
now I It was in a theayter on — ^what's that 
Rue, in Nice, all dressed with little chairs 
an' tables?" 

"Rue Massena? " 

"Imagine his knowin', now I Yep, in a the- 
ayter on Rue Massena. A very trashy, unsub- 
stantial little theayter. D'you remember, Pat- 
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rick, how that box-office just li'rally came apart 
in the Big One's hands? " 

"It's a story, then?" 

"What I" cried Shorty, shrilly. "We've not 
told you that — about the Big One?" 

Forthwith we all slid further into comfort, 
struck matches, and rapped on the table. And 
finally, Shorty, his sly young face glimmering 
at recollection, said : 

"There were four to our little party: the 
Admiral's flagship, two small protected cruis- 
ers, an' us. We came from Naples to Ville- 
franche, just movin', so that the Admiral could 
get his stummick properly over the Italian hos- 
pitality an' fit to go up against the French. Poor 
ol' man, the anchors weren't hardly over before 
some one in Nice up an' slung a banquet at him. 
He wobbled, but he came back game at that: 
the same night he fell for it like a hero, takin' 
all the captains with him, out o' spite. As his 
barge passed our ship, goin' in, the gun-deck 
quartet was singin' very soft : 
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Good-bye, my liver ; 
Good-bye, my liver ; 
Good-bye, my liv-e-erl (hold it) 
I'm goin' to ruin you nowl ' 
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"Or so I'm told ; for just then Patrick an' I 
were otherwise engaged. We were in Nice, a 
short trolley ride, as you know, from Ville- 
franche, with some two hundred liberty men 
from all ships, under strict orders to smile con- 
tinually an' be back, mind you, on the stroke o' 
one bell — half-past eight — that evenin' — " 

"An', about one bell that evenin' — " 

"You've skipped a lot there," I interrupted, 
reprovingly. 

"Of course I have. What interest are the pre- 
liminaries alongside the finished product? I'm 
passin' over the usual, uninterestin' part, to show 
you Patrick an' me as we were at one bell — a 
couple o' highly-finished products." 

"Speak for yourself then," Patrick said, se- 
verely. "I was no more than feelin' com- 
fortable." 

"Comfortable I How so, with no skin on your 
nose? " 

"I was peelin' from sunburn, you shrimp, an' 
it's well you know it." 

"You were sunburnt, I know, an' well peeled, 
I know. But not peeled from sunburn, Patrick, 
for little Shorty saw that done. You'll deny, I 
suppose, when you heard that sweet singin' down 
that little street, puttin' your murderin' two hun- 
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dred pounds up on my shoulders, an' stickin' 
your impudent red head into that window, an' 
gettin' that plate broke across your face — " 

"Shorty, you've had enough to-night, I'm 
thinkin'," said Patrick, nodding with simple 
dignity. 

"Oh, well, I won't pursue. To resume : 

"About one bell, then, just when we should 
'a' been ben din' our minds dutifully on the trol- 
ley car an' the lanch, observe us skatin' down 
that Rue of open-face cafes, arm in arm with a 
perfect stranger who was beggin' us in English 
to call him Percy. 

" *You must call me Percy,' I remember him 
sayin', ^or I shall be cross with you. An' you 
must talk to me continu'Uy; it's like a whiff o' 
little ol' New York to hear you. Dear little ol' 
New York! ' he howls out, in a tremblin' voice, 
stoppin' an' gettin' quite a crowd about us. 
*Dear little ol' burg, that I ran away from in 
my folly! How you boys bring it back to me! 
Oh, speak again,' says he, claspin' his two hands, 
like an actor on the stage. ^I could cry just 
listenin'.' An' to prove it, he did. 

"I can't exactly figure out where we'd col- 
lected that one . . . but he was a bird, for fair. 
All poisoned up in a white flannel suit an' a 
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straw hat with a ribbon to it that looked like a 
string o' new signal flags. That searchlight on 
his finger, Patrick I A big cake of ice was 
broke, all right, when that ring was hoisted 
together. / saw that he was the genuine 
goods; but Patrick, gettin' the flash o' that 
ring in his eye, had his doubts if it was come 
by honestly. 

" What did you run away from in New 
York? ' he asked the dressy guy, insinuatin'ly. 

" ^From work, Horace, if you'll pardon me 
callin' you so,' says the guy, leanin' up against 
Patrick very confidentially. 'From a cruel 
parent,' he says, Vho threatened me with work. 
Excuse me, madam,' he says, knockin' a tableful 
o' drinks on the sidewalk an' bowin' to a waiter 
in a white apron. 'My mistake,' he says, skin- 
nin' some o' that white French money off a roll 
as big as your arm. 'Go buy yourself a trous- 
seau an' a bridal suite.' 

"The ship at half-past eight? What a chancel 

"Presently the three of us wandered up in 
front of a little theayter all stuck over with 
lights. 'Oh, goody I' says this Percy, clappin' 
eyes on it. 'How passionately I love the drama I 
We must take this in,' he says, 'without delay.' 
The next I knew, we were all up against the 
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stage in a private box, an' a waiter was strainin' 
his back over three bottles of — " 

Shorty's voice was properly impressive as he 
uttered that word to conjure with in certain 
social strata: 

" — ^wine! 

"That theayterl Innumerable French, dip- 
pin' into beers an' little glasses full o' cherries. 
Smoke everywhere to make it homelike. Down 
in the orchestra I saw Jack Stubbs an' a friend 
from the Flagship gapin' up at us, as if we were 
so many dooks. I think Percy thought he was, 
at that. 

"For instance, after that *Boom, ha, hal' 
song . . . 

"She was a swell singer, the girl that sang it; 
she was got up in the best part of a dress, an' 
every time she shrugged her shoulders Patrick 
jumped an' cried: ^Look out I ' When the song 
was done, while all the French were yellin' 
'Beese! Beesef ' an' nearly tearin' the seats apart, 
this Percy, pouncin' on a waiter, says : 

" ^Horace, if you'll pardon me callin' you so,' 
he says, skinnin' the roll again with quiverin' 
fingers, *hop out with this an' buy the lady a 
thousand red, red roses, an' see that they're per- 
fectly fresh, an' that's what I think o' her/ he 
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says. It was plain that he didn't much care 
what happened to father's money, that young 
man. 

" 'Twas after her, I think, they hung out a 
new sign, an' on the sign we read : 

" ^M'soo Pol Patout.' " 

At that point, Patrick, abruptly altering his 
pose, made ready, I suspected, to kick Shorty 
under the table. But he changed his mind ; for, 
smiling a little ruefully, he lay back with closed 
eyes, eloquently though mutely expressing resig- 
nation. 

Searching my memory, I repeated: 

"Patout — Patout — ^Not the savate fellow — the 
fighter? " 

"Don't tell me you've seen him I " 

"He was beaten for the championship of 
France last year in Parisi — " 

"A lumpy, hard-lookin' duck in a skin-tight 
bathin' suit, like? But the face on him I When 
he marched out to music Patrick had to hide, 
from laughin'." 

"His real face, at that," from Patrick, open- 
ing one eye. "His head clipped naked all over 
. . . but I think it was the whishkers did it. Faith, 
the way he was mutilated, he looked as if he'd 
fallen aslge^ in the barber chair, an' when he 
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woke up they'd got scared an' hid the glass on 
him." 

"Oh," Shorty remonstrated. "But the other 
one I 

"After him, out steps a little, small valentine 
in a dress-suit, an' a bran' new, more turrible 
class o' whiskers yet. The poor homely fella — 
no one had the heart to laugh at him. I was 
sick with shame for him. I could 'a' killed his 
barber for him with relish. 

"This poor little sketch lined up with M'soo 
Patout an', puttin' one hand up on his shoulder, 
got off a speech to the crowd, in French. Percy 
translatin', it ran like this : 

" *There was a match on between M'soo Pa- 
tout an' another party, but it's off. The other 
party has changed his mind. The match goes to 
M'soo Patout, without a gesture, together with 
the purse, which is five hundred francs. But, 
as an earnest o' good faith, so, that no one's 
pleasure will be spoiled, M'soo Patout stands 
willin' to put up the five hundred francs here an' 
now, if any one can find, anywheres, a gent to 
fill the vacant corner. All welcome, none 
barred. Who wins takes the money.' Nothin* 
if not handsome, hey? 

"At that point, Patrick, here, uncoils himself 
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very delib'rately, an' sits up. Takin' tight hold 
o' Percy, he says: *It can't be possible.' He 
looks over at M'soo Patout, an' begins breathin' 
hard. * Percy,' he says, ^how much is five hun- 
dred francs, real money? Is it not a hundred 
dollars? Is it not equal, in bald language, to 
the staggerin' sum o' two thousand beers? You 
should not 'a' brought me into this place,' says 
Patrick, peelin' his overshirt, an' throwin' it on 
the floor. ^This is no place,' he says, gettin' a 
leg over the edge o' the box, ^for an Irishman, 
with pay drawn and spent.' By that time, he 
was standin' up on the stage, feelin' his knuckles 
an' smilin' invitin'ly at M'soo Patout." 

"Patrick?" 

"Fairly straight, for him," replied that sandy 
giant, grudgingly. "What else would I do, at 
that, time o' night, havin' it waved in my face 
that way? No one stopped me." 

"The best heavy-weight on the ship? Not 
likely," cried Shorty. "I didn't use up any 
efforts stoppin' him. Lookin' at Patout, I didn't 
have but one fear. To Percy, who was sittin' 
back just dazed with delight, I says : 

" Tercy,' I says, earnestly, 4f you know the 
words, tell your bare French friend to make 
over the money an' beat it while his shoes are 
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good. I'm afraid we'll all be pinched for man- 
slaughter.' 

" 'Me stop it?' cries Percy, with tears o' joy 
sparklin' in his eyes. ^Not for all papa's 
gotl'" 

After a pause, Shorty continued, thoughtfully: 

"Will you pardon me if I seem to skip some, 
here? For instance, where Percy, up on the 
edge o' the box, arrangin' our end, says to 
Patrick: ^Horace, is it agreeable to you that you 
both use the ring rules of your respective coun- 
tries?' An' where Patrick, wrestlin' with the 
gloves, answers: ^Rules? Ha, ha I' so bold an' 
gay. An' where that miserable little dress-suit 
guy says: 'Ally' an' steps back . . ." 

"Go on," said Patrick, grimly. "Why stop 
now?" 

"Well," continued Shorty, "what happened 
I didn't rightly see, an' I'm pretty quick, at that. 
I did see Patrick hoist back his right, for a 
swing. But it seemed to me, somehow, that just 
then M'soo Patout was standin' on his hands. 
An', immediately foUowin' that, a turrible crash 
o' breakin' fiddles ... It was Patrick, slingin' 
himself, upside dowH, over the footlights an' in 
amongst the band. 

"Back in the box, his first words were: 
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*' Where are we now? Are we out safe?' 

"An' then, gettin' his bearin's, he cries, in a 
heart-breakin' voice: 

" *The murderer! He kicked me with his 
feet I' An' would you believe it, that's just 
what M'soo Patout had done. His idea o' 
fightin' I" 

"Of course ; the savatef 

"My little name for him was worse, an' longer 
by a couple o' joints. Mad? I was half on 
the stage, with a bottle, before that Percy 
grabbed me back. 

" *Leave go o' me,' I says. What rules are 
these?' I says. ^My friend never signed to go 
up against a mule,' I says. *Leave me at that 
Spikidie with this ; it seems -a very free sort o' 
place here; I guess bottles ain't barred,' I says, 
'any more than feet.' 

"But Percy: well, if I was cross, so was he, 
but in another way. He jumped up on the edge 
o' the box an' faced that mob, all lyin' back, 
roarin' at us with laughter. 

"Just his bright-red, blazin' face stopped 'em. 
Balancin' on the edge o' the box, he took that 
fat roll out of his pocket a# skinned it down till 
he'd counted it. Then, shakin' it at them, he 
roared out, in the French language : 
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" ^In the words of our first commander, 
John Paul Jones, Ve have not yet begun to 
fight! Five thousand francs to any one, if I do 
not find, before midnight to-night, an Ameri- 
can sailorman to make M'soo Patout look like 
what the cat dragged inl' 

"For a minute they sat still. Then the air was 
full o' handkerchiefs. 

" Tercy,' I. says, slingin' my arm round his 
neck, ^rash you may be, but if you lose, I can 
see it go willin'ly after this moment I' Says he, 
slappin' his vest an' takin' my hand : 

" ^Horace,' he says, 4f you'll pardon me 
callin' you so, we will not lose it. The Navy,' 
says he, ^stands betwixt it an' them.' We didn't 
need anythin' more, we two, but a little red 
fire, an' a brass-band playin' *Oh, Say I' an' a 
picture of Admiral Dewey thrown on the 
curtains behind us. 

"Jack Stubbs an' his Flagship friend, not 
quite understandin', came bouncin' through the 
French and did a wall-scalin' drill into the box, 
to be at hand if it came to the worst. Between 
the bunch of us, we worked Patrick out to the 
lobby. An' on the sti^eet, we ran slam into the 
arms o' some twenty boys from all ships, hesi- 
tatin' about the door, peekin' in, an' wonderin' 

[131] 



SHORTY AND PATRICK 

if there wasn't need for 'em inside. There's 
instinct for you I 

"When they'd heard, perhaps they weren't 
for quick action I 

" ^There's two dozen here,' bawls out a red- 
eyed carpenter's mate off the Flagship. ^There's 
enough here,' he says, wavin' his arms in the air, 
*to lay this place in sickenin' ruins I' The half of 
'em were for that in a minute. It's lucky there 
was a middle-aged bos'n there, stone-cold, to 
hold 'em back. An' Percy. It was Percy that 
finally straightened it out. 

" 'Friends all,' says he, gettin 'em round him. 
'Look at this right. That M'soo Patout in there 
must perish, but he must perish legitimately,' 
he says. We have three good hours yet till 
twelve,' he says, draggin' out a gold watch that 
looked like a ginger-snap, both sides stickin' to- 
gether, an' where the guts of it were, search me. 
'Three hours? What I' says he, warming up to 
his subject, 'in three hours can we not find an 
executioner for him, kill him, bury him, have 
his tombstone carved an' up, an' grass an' flowers 
flourishin' on his grave?' 

" 'We can,' they howls, 'an' will I' An' we 
went surgin' up the middle o' the Rue Massena, 
wavin' an' arguin' an' near comin' to blows over 
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who it should be. Along the sidewalks, on each 
side, trampled a mob like the fringe of a parade. 
We jammed the traffic where we marched. 
Horses took to the side-streets at the mere 
sight of us. 

"From followin' up this clue an' that, finally, 
in a little cafe — ^what's that open place all full 
o' trolley cars? Oh, yeh; Place Massena — ^we 
routed out a fella named Olsen. He was a big, 
fierce barrel of a sailorman off the Flag- 
ship, who looked as if he could digest a 
M'soo Patout every mornin' for his breakfast. 
We told him all. Says he, with a pityin' 
look : 

" *Is he waitin' there now?' 

"We told him yes. 

" ^Leave me at him,' he says, an' starts off 
walkin' back so fast the most of us had to trot 
to keep up with him. 

"On the way, we ran into Jack Stubbs an' his 
friend, whom we'd lost. He was towin' some- 
thin' he'd found: a tremendous, black coon off 
the protected cruiser Leadville. That Shine, he 
had a back like a W. T. compartment door, an' 
hands like two bunches o' red bananas. They 
hung down an' flapped against his knees. Just 
lookin' at him made me overjoyed that there 
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wasn't even a bowin' acquaintance, between him 
an' me, to get strained. 

"When Stubbs saw us, he sat up a yell an' 
shoved this vision into us. 

" Well, fellas,' he says, almost hysterical, 
^here's Mister Black wants to join.' 

" *In line with you. Mister Black,' says Percy, 
slappin' him on the back, an' then lookin' at his 
hand, quite astonished, as if he'd smacked it up 
against a fence. ^Mister Olsen first. Mister 
Black second, who next?' 

" ^I beg pardon,' says Patrick, here, *but I 
must seem to crowd myself into first place, 
owing that Frenchman something unusual. Not 
to be impolite,' he says, *but the one disputes 
my right, I can w'ale the livin' soul out of him 
here an' now,' he says. 

"Would you believe it, almost before that 
theayter we found still another? His name was 
Ignatius McConnelly O'Hara — also a Flagship 
product — an' he came drivin' by to song, lyin' 
back in an open hack, with his feet up along- 
side the driver. When he got out, take my 
oath, I think he could almost 'a' stepped over 
the horse. We told him about it. He peers at 
the theayter, hands his money an' pipe to a 
friend without a word, an' in we go." 
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Shorty, pausing again, made some wet rings 
on the table with his glass. 

"If you don't mind," he said, "I'll again draw 
somethin' of a veil . . . 

"It took, in all, thirty-five minutes, countin' 
preliminaries an' intermissions, which took 
thirty. It was just pitiful, an' that's the 
fact. Patrick an' the big Swede were able to 
walk away, with assistance. The Dark Cloud 
was carried. Ignatius McConnelly O'Hara — 
they tell me the Flagship's bull surgeon made 
quite a fella out of him, in time . . . 

"We scarcely heard the cheerin', or saw the 
French tearin' each other's neckerchiefs for joy 
as we passed through 'em. We stood on the 
sidewalk, huddled up like sheep, starin' at one 
another, an' saying nothin'. Finally, some one 
sent the wounded to the trolley cars an' towed 
the rest of us into side-streets, away from the 
grins. Comin' on a little, lonesome cafe there, 
we went in. 

"Will I ever forget that picture? Twenty 
sailormen scrouched down in twenty iron chairs. 
An' Patrick, lyin' out on a marble table, 
with a cold towel fitted over his nose. An' 
Percy, sittin' up on another table, with his 
head tipped, lookin' into the air, more than 
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interested, as if he saw his five thousand francs 
just fadin' two points off the end of his ciga- 
rette. 

"The conversation, too. So spirited 1 Some 
one would say, as if at a wake: 

" Well, they were the best the Fleet afforded.' 
Then we'd have ten minutes slow breathin'. 
Then some one would add : 

" 'An' a Frenchman ! Which makes us look 
good, I suppose, up an' down the Mediterranean, 
with two thousand British sailormen at Malta, 
an' a British army at Gib.' After considerin' 
that for ten minutes, the Flagship carpenter's 
mate, clearin' his throat, remarks : 

" Tellas, with your permission I'll cuss a lit- 
tle, we bein' all friends here.' He did so. It 
helped some, but only temporarily. 

"Presently Percy speaks up. 

" 'Boys,' he says, 'I won't believe that it's over 
yet. Think of another name.' 

" Why, Jim Jeffries,' says someone, with a 
sickly laugh. 

" 'No need goin' outside the Service on that 
course,' says I,' not thinkin'. 'Tom Whalen, 
back in New York, was a sailorman once.' 

"Next thing I knew, Percy was on his feet, 
starin' at me. 
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" 'Horace/ he whispers, ^speak that name 
again V 

" 'Not know Tom Whalen !' I says, misunder- 
standin'. 'Ain't ever read the sportin' page? 
Never in Whalen's place, on Fourteenth Street, 
an' you a New Yorker — ' 

"Percy snatched out his watch. 

" 'Ten thirty, now,' says he, 'an' the bet holds 
good till midnight. Mates,' he cries, 'we'll do it 
yet. I'm off! But never fail to meet me,' he 
says, 'in front o' that theayter at five minutes 
to twelve. You two I want,' says he, snatchin' 
at me an' Patrick. An' he drags us after him, 
out through the door. Next I knew, the 
three of us, all out o' breath, were in a ba- 
rouche, behind a horse runnin' away up 
Rue Massena. 

"The rest comes foggy," continued Shorty, 
after a moment's thought, "like pictures on a 
screen. Sometimes I'd think I dreamt it, — if it 
wasn't for Patrick here . . . 

"There was one bit, where we fell out o' 
that barouche beside a big, whitish hotel all 
dressed with lights an' palm trees. An' peo- 
ple runnin' here an' there in the dark. An' 
Percy shakin' first one an' then another, 
yellin' ; 
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"*My carl My carl My driver 1 My 
driver r 

" ^ Crazy in the head/ says I, taggin' close 
after him, expectin' every minute to catch him 
frothin\ 

"Presently, he grabs hold of a little chauffeur 
all got up in leather. 

" Where's the carl' he yells in this little guy's 
ear, shakin' him somethin' turrible. 'Don't tell 
me that it's apart again, an' you with a widowed 
mother to support at home I After it quick, if 
you plan on livin' a minute I' 

"Next picture — 

"The four of us, in a great, fat, screechin' auto- 
mobile, leavin' the town, chasin' a searchlight 
path, among trees an' fences that slung 'emselves 
at us out o' the dark in a way to make your 
stummick crawl. 

"'The Saints look down I' I heard Patrick 
murmurin' to himself, as he sat beside me. 
We're all dead men. Where to, — that is, before 
the flag-draped funeral gratin'?' 

" 'To Monte Carlo!' sings out Percy from the 
front seat. 'Oh, boys!' he cries, 'don't you know 
that Thomas Whalen himself half broke the 
bank there yesterday?' 

*'At last, I tumbled. Till then, Td just ad- 
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mired Percy's money; but right there I got stuck 
on Percy for himself. 

"However, that one trip'll do me; I'm willin' 
to call it my whole automobile career. I'm 
not particular to tune any harps just yet, but 
give me for mine a torpedo boat ridin' a winter 
blow in mid-Atlantic, with the engines broke, 
an' everythin' cut loose an' thrashin' about, an' 
the next ship over the skyline. I'll take my 
chance on her, but never again with Percy an' 
his careless-cart. Next day I picked out three 
gray hairs. An' when I sneaked up behind 
Patrick on the gun-deck, an' just casu'lly said: 
'Honk I Honk!' he turned like a flash, with a 
shout o' fright, an' chased me upside down into 
the office. Yep. Once behind Percy satisfied 
us, all right. 

"I'm no guide-book, so if the streaks I saw 
that night were scenery, let 'em go undescribed. 
We never noticed a town till we were through 
it, — an' three we split up the back that I 
know of. Then, at last, we came curvin' 
round beside the sea, toward a swath o' 
lights spread out ahead like a dressed fleet 
at Oyster Bay. It was Monte Carlo. So, 
picture three — 

"We stopped that machine before a peach of 
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a place. Gardens, fountains, statuary, lights 
winkin', music playin' smooth an' soft — " 

"The Casino r 

"Take the money. The Casino it was. Percy 
had dove inside, the moment we'd slowed down. 
An' I saw a lighted clock. It was eleven- 
three 1 

"After hours, it seemed like, we caught sight 
of him, leadin' some one out — a youman house, 
crowdin' the door, pushin' his chest a foot in 
front of him. That moment! It was Whalen. 
It was the Big One. 

"Comin' down the steps, the Big One says, 
almost fretfully : 

" *I take it unkindly,' he says. *I was winnin' 
big. I was tearin' the bank apart. My very 
seat at the table was worth five hundred francs. 
An' here you come, snatchin' the bread out o' 
my mouth.' 

" ^Thomas,' says Percy, leanin' on him im- 
plorin'Iy, 'that Frenchman has licked our Fleet. 
Four fine, big boys we put up against him, an', 
takin' 'em one by one, he kicked the stufEn' out 
of 'em. All Nice is laughin' at the Navy, 
Thomas. How will we go back an' tell it to the 
girls at home, on Fourteenth Street^ amongst the 
artificial palms?' " 
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"Ah!" Patrick interjected, "the gifted tongue 
he had, wid that one touch 1" 

Said Shorty: 

"The Big One hangs tremblin'. Then : 

" ^Give room, there!' he shouts, climbs aboard, 
an' drives himself in between us. 'Hit it up!' 
he calls down the little chauffeur's neck. An' — 
brrrupp! — off we go from a standstill, home- 
bound, with a roar like the quick-fire guns 
breakin' loose . . . 

"An' when, lacking just three minutes o' mid- 
night, we slid to a stop before that theayter! 

"We'd made a necessary little toilet on the 
way: the Big One had on Patrick's uniform, 
while Patrick, in exchange, had on some o' the 
Big One's, to keep him in countenance. At that 
— an' this lad's no shrimp, you know — the Big 
One had split Patrick's overshirt across the 
shoulders : so that his chest, with the full-rigged 
ship tattooed, sticks out, for all to see. An' that 
same full-rigged ship was the first thing our 
boys on the sidewalk recognized, when we piled 
out. By that alone they knew ; they didn't have 
to see his face ; an' I think the yell must 'a' been 
heard on board. 

"The house was packed ; we could hardly get 
him down in front. !We saw him climb up on 
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the stage, rubbin' his arms, like ol' times. 
M'soo Patout came out for the last go, to earn 
his roll, smilin' an' blazay, as much as to 
say: 'Must I go through with this foolishness 
again?' . . , 

"The little, whiskery guy, just as before, grins, 
an' says, 'Ally/' an' steps back. 

"M'soo Patout advances in a deathly silence. 
He makes a bluff with one hand. Then, all of a 
sudden, he kicks the Big One a murderin' blow 
up in the jaw. 

"The Big One almost cracked a laugh. 
Never puttin' up his arms at all, he stands 
lookin' at M'soo Patout as if he was a curiosity. 
Then he says, kind o' tickled — every one heard 
him : you could 'a' heard a fly eatin' his dinner: 

" Well,' he says, musin'ly, 'you cute son-of- 
a-gunl' 

"M'soo Patout looks vexed. Quick as a flash, 
droppin' on his hands, he lands two more with 
his feet : one in the ribs an' one on the belt. The 
Big One just jarred a little, — oh, scarcely 
noticeable. But he stopped lookin' pleasant. 

"An' then, as M'soo Patout was risin', prob- 
'ly with the intention o' viewin' the body an' 
takin' the applause, some one just naturally 
turned out the lights on him. There was a very 
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pretty back-scene to that stage: a mossy dell, if 
I remember. M'soo Patout never hesitated 
there to pick anythin' for his buttonhole. He 
went right on through. 

"An', to tell the truth, what with the excite- 
ment, an' the noise, an' the dust that followed, I 
forget the rest. 

"Except comin' up the port ladder at day- 
light, very cautious, like a tightrope walker, 
with Percy's white flannel coat on, an' my over- 
shirt pocket full o' champagne corks, an' wearin' 
a brown derby hat sumptuously marked inside, 
in gold letters : T. W.' 

"Which stands for Thomas Whalen,' don't it, 
from Nice to Fourteenth Street, Manhattan?" 
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INTO the silence was thrust the clatter 
of the telephone bell. Delusions of place 
and time, thoughts in forming, were shattered 
by that sound. Noises of other, actual things, as 
if set going by this one, crowded in : exhaust of 
steam and clash of coupling freight cars far 
below my open windows, the thud of evening 
traffic beyond them on the water, all the count- 
less, muffled rumors of the city's upper riverside 
at night. Then, with these sounds for an ac- 
companiment, across some miles of looped wire 
sang a small, clear voice : 

"Is it you? Good landfall I I took a chance, 
you see. It's me, you know — Patrick." 

"Patrick I" At that name, long unheard, at 
once I felt the imminence of unusual associa- 
tions, delightfully jovial and salty, restored 
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from oversea and containing I could guess what 
treasures of strange experience. And no doubt 
my pleasure was apparent in my exclamation, 
for that voice became suddenly embarrassed in 
its tone, as if its owner felt and did not know 
what to do with some unexpected compliment. 

"Ah, now — ^we're barely in; that is, I am. 
An' seein' I'm just after happenin' on Shorty 
here—" 

"Shorty? You'd lost him then?" 

"Ah, I'd forgot you hadn't heard — or seen. 
Yes, I've found him. But I'm not quite used to 
him as yet. I could near cry, just lookin' at 
him." 

"He's not been laid up 1" 

"No, not that. Nor yet what else you're 
prob'ly thinkin' now. But — Where can I 
show him to you?" 

"Can you come here?" 

"What's that? This squeegee band in this 
place makes so much — Ahl Well, now, if 
you wish ..." 

"Get out at the express station and walk west 
till you come to a parapet across the end of the 
street. It's the last house, next to the river. 
How soon?" 

"You'll see. Express station, parapet — cut it 
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out now, you; nothin' o' your looks '11 talk to 
him on my five cents 1" 

The wires clicked and were silent, leaving me, 
on one good friend's account, uneasy. So, with 
relief I heard, scarcely half an hour later, the 
elevator gate outside my door clash shut. Im- 
mediately Patrick's blue shoulders filled the 
entry. 

Big, homely, and smiling, ruddy, sandy, and 
neat in liberty blue, Patrick at least was the 
unimpaired duplicate of my familiar mental 
picture of him. Therefore^ even while I caught 
his hand, my eyes, satisfied with him, turned 
past his face, searching for Shorty and his ail- 
ment. For a momerft, I did not know him. 

In that figure, vivid beneath the entry light, 
there was, at first glance, nothing of the jaunty 
sailorman whom I had known. A derby hat 
sat on his head ; stiff worsted, casually fitted, dis- 
figured his well-set body; a shiny collar and a 
too-festive cravat strangled his brown neck. He 
was, indeed, all strange except his face, which, 
at my stare, turned confused and then defiant. 

The three of us in chairs, tobacco jars open 
and glasses near, I asked : 

"So you went back on the Service?" 

"Out three months," he said, abruptly, 
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"Why?" 

"I was in eight years," he cried, his voice 
going suddenly flat and loud. "Eight years, 
mind you, first under the lid of a stew-pan of a 
monitor, then wearin' out Ihioleum with these 
feet up an' down the Oklahoma gun-deck. That's 
nothin', I suppose? Eight years o' buckets an' 
brass-rags an' scrubbin'-brushes, Shorty here an' 
Shorty there, jump to the pipe an' be hanged 
to you! Have me spend my life at it? Oh, 
sure ; oh, certainly ; in a minute I" 

"What's your term, Patrick?" I asked. 

"Third," replied that one steadily. "Goin' on 
ten years. / saw the ship when she was bare red 
steel all over ... an' myself a kid that could 
hardly keep the bells straight in my head, or 
lock a breech in quick practise to suit a chief 
gunner's mate — -much less thinkin' I'd ever be 
one myself. Which I will, come November.* 
Ten years ! But for that, I'm not so sick of her 
she ain't got to go some, down or up — That 
is — Hal That's hot air, hey? I hope I ain't 
made a show o' myself?" 

"Efon't worry. Shorty, what plans have you ?" 

"Steel shop. Joinin' the union next week. I 
was beginnin' there before I shipped. There's 
good money — " 
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Encountering Patrick's calm stare, he stopped, 
fished hurriedly in his pockets for tobacco, 
made, in his uneasiness, a travesty of his usual 
faultless cigarette. Then I saw, on the con- 
gested little finger of his left hand, a narrow 
ring set with a blue stone — a ring such as young 
girls wear. Patrick's glance caught mine. For 
a moment, then, I read in that honest Irish face 
dumb wonder, perhaps dumb grief: a mute 
comment on the infirmity of friendship in such 
a case as this. 

That there was nothing but discomfort for us 
all in further attention to this phenomenon, 
Patrick and I, by look, observed together. So 
we began to talk at large, with speech which 
flagged sadly for a while. But presently, with 
Shorty as silent as if he were the outsider that 
he looked, we drifted from talk of land and sea 
at large to sea-talk in particular, swung from 
impersonal affairs to personal, and, narrowing 
always toward one subject, at last inevitably 
reached the Oklahoma. 

From Patrick I heard then all the past 
months' news. I learned the intimate bits of a 
tropical, correctory voyage; a rifle and bayonet 
season, of camps in stone plazas, and sentry duty 
under rustling, barred windows. And besides 
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these bits, thrust through the daily monotony of 
work which almost did itself from habit, were 
rare breaks. I heard how, in the Banks fog, 
when the Bridge had mixed the siren signals of 
her consorts just a minute, fear had frozen the 
great battleship. And there, unconscious of his 
achievement, Patrick, with a few words, raised 
up that scene for me all vivid : the keen bow of 
a misdirected cruiser flashing out from the mist, 
hanging for a moment overhead, then passing 
by, scraping and splintering, astern. I heard of 
a duel disguised as sport; a glove-fight, on the 
foc's'l deck, that ended, in its last round, a feud 
of long standing begun romantically as far 
away as Yokohama Bund. And there were 
other, lighter subjects. There had been a 
barber's boycott on the gun-deck, with hilarious 
details. There had been a Quartermaster with 
an oversweet shore smile. The material, it 
seemed, was endless. Patrick was finishing with 
the Quartermaster: 

"You see, one thing he should 'a' kept in mind 
for his best good : mashers ain't encouraged so 
horribly effusive in those thropical parts. There's 
usually a jumpy, short-tempered relation to the 
lady holdin' up a wall just round the corner, 
an' all you've got to do is wink to find out if 
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you ain't his pincushion. For me, I look on 
the map where I am, nowadays, before I let my 
face slip on the beach.". 

"True Oriental caution! Were you ever — 
you must have been — in a Mohammedan city? 
Of course! There's Tangier — " 

"Tangier?" Shorty sat up. 

"Tangier?" repeated Patrick slowly, ignoring 
Shorty's glance. "I don't just remember — " 

"What! You're losin' your mind!" snapped 
Shorty. "Don't remember that evenin' in Tan- 
gier with the French Ambassadd?" 

"Ah. I'm gettin' somethin' of it now. Let's 
see. . . . He won't have heard that one? I 
wonder if I could go through wid it prop- 
erly?" 

"You!" from Shorty, snatching up tobacco 
and cigarette papers. "You leave that alone. 
That's a good one, which I ain't goin' to see 
slaughtered. I'll tell it myself, if told it must 
be ; then I'm not afraid we'll get it shoved at us 
butt end foremost, with the introduction trailin' 
in last, pretendin' to be the point — " 

Lighting his cigarette, he did not see the 
triumphant smile that Patrick flashed at me. 
Shorty, at last beguiled and all unconscious of 
it, slid down in his chair and presently, his 
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features softened and made vaguely mischievous 
by reminiscence, so began : 

"Omittin' everythin' unnecessary, I'll com- 
mence with Patrick an' me playin' pool under 
the Hotel Continental, in Tangier, early of an 
evcnin'. 

"There was a young guy in a tourist suit, 
from Kalamazoo, settin' up on the spectator's 
platform, poisonin' the air with those Spikidie 
cigarettes they get foreigners to fall for in 
Gibraltar. He was tellin' us what we were 
missin' by stayin' in a billiard-parlor when we 
might be enjoyin' Oriental scenery up an' down 
Tangier. 

" 'This ain't the way to see the world,' he says. 
'Squanderin' the precious hours lollin' across a 
pool-table !' 

" Why,' I says, lookin' up at him over a drink 
like I was about four years old, 'what is there to 
see hereabouts, in particular?' 

"'Heavens!' he says. 'Heavens! How be- 
nighted! You've missed the Call to Prayers/ 
he says, 'but there's still an' evenin' service in the 
mosque, an' there's always that cafe where yoii 
can see the natives drinkin' tea.' 

"Say, lookin' a't that guy, I was sorry for him; 
the poor fella was just half alive. The evenin' 
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service an' the natives drinkin' tea! Says I to 
him, pityin'Iy: 

" ^Claude/ I says, ^attend to me now, while 
I tell you somethin'. IWhat you're talkin' of 
ain't scenery. You've got the wrong'word. A 
native drinkin' tea ain't scenery. There ain't a 
speck o' pure scenery in this town as she stands 
now, an' won't be till towards nine o'clock, when 
I calculate I an' my friend here will be ready 
to go out an' make some. Good-lookin' scenery, 
Claude, has to be manufactured just so, as you'll 
see if you hang around. When it's all done, if 
you're not dead or dyin', you'll have an edu- 
cation.' 

"Well, what I said turned out correct: towards 
nine o'clock we weren't anythin' if not ready. 
Harah an' Licks, off the ship, had found us in 
the billiard-parlor, an' we'd taken on a nice 
little fella named Ballory, off a British de- 
stroyer lyin' in the harbor. That is, he was a 
nice little fellow till he lost his mind, which he 
did later in the evenin', as I'll explain. 

"By nine o'clock that billiard-parlor was a 

^how. Harah an' Patrick an' the Britisher were 

doin' a three-cornered bayonet duel with cues 

all over the place, an' Licks an' I were flouncin' 

up an' down the spectators' platform, singin' : 
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We are the Broad-way Girls! 
With the naughty! sporty! curls! 
Hie/ Tie/ Diddle-dee die — ^ 

hunchin' up our shoulders an' shakin' our fin- 
gers in front of our faces an' pretendin' to flip 
up our skirts in back. They came downstairs 
in force an' fired the bunch of us out on the 
street, makin' no distinction at all in favor o' the 
guy from Kalamazoo, who'd had eight lemon- 
ades o' my countin', wherever he'd put 'em I 

"While we were standin' in the street, be- 
tween half a dozen plans, that little Ballory says, 
all at once : 

" *Mates,' he says, gigglin', *while only five 
steps off, let me show you the fort this town's 
got. It's a lovely affair; when I go aboard I'm 
goin' to swipe a service revolver off the armorer 
an' sneak back in a small boat an' just lit'rally 
blow it out o' the ground with five shots. This 
way,' says he, slidin' down a flight o' stone steps 
on the back of his neck. *The crafty devils!' 
he says, gettin' up. ^They've changed this place 
around since I came up, or that wouldn't 'a' hap- 
pened. But there she lies, anyhow. That's a 
fort you're lookin' at. Ain't it a sweet one? ' 

"All I saw was a masonry wall with a row 
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o' cannons on it pointin' out to sea. But on the 
wall, with his back to us, leanin' over a cannon 
an' lookin' off in the twilight, I saw a little card 
in a Prince Albert frock coat an' a high gaff 
topsail; you know, — a silk hat. I may as well 
tell you now, who should he turn out to be, but 
the French Ambassadd." 

"Ambassadd?" I repeated. "You mean Am- 
bassador?" 

"He was the French Ambassadd," replied 
SJiorty, calmly. 

"But, Shorty, there's no French Ambassador 
at Tangier — " 

"He was the French Ambassadd," Shorty re- 
torted. 

"I beg your pardon, then." 

"Granted. He was the French Ambassadd. 
We all saw him; an' somehow he looked so 
dinky, leanin' over the cannon in those clothes, 
he tickled us. All except that little Ballory. 

" Why, there he is,' hisses Ballory, f rownin' 
towards the high gaff topsail most ferocious. 
'There's the bloomin', funny-minded bride- 
groom moved the steps on me. I can see his 
shoulders shakin' from here; darned if he ain't 
laughin' at me behind his back!' 

"*Have sense I' says Patrick to him like a 
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father. That fella's all right; he hasn't done 
anythin' to you. He don't even know we're here. 
He's meditatin'.' 

" *I don't like him,' says little Ballory, glarin' 
at the guy. *One thing, his hat don't fit him. 
It's too big for him. I bet he stole it. He's a 
tliief, that's what he is. Why, I'll prove it 
to you.' 

"Before any one thought to stop him, he goes 
sneakin' up behind the guy, on tiptoes, with his 
knees out. An' all at once, reachin' out an' takin' 
tight hold of the guy's hat brim, he gives a tur- 
rible jerk down on it. 

" What'd I say I' yells Ballory, jumpin' back 
with a triumphant gesture. Would you believe 
it, the guy's head had disappeared clean into 
his hat I 

"Well, Patrick an' I fell into each other's 
arms an' howled. We shouldn't 'a' done that, 
though; for while we were so, clingin' to each 
other, too weak to waggle a finger. Licks an' 
Harah an' that little Ballory an' the Kalamazoo 
tourist were makin' the quickest get-away of 
their lives, up the stone steps an' into parts un- 
known. When we came to our senses, we were 
all alone with the Prince Albert guy, an' he was 
waltzin' about like a top, cussin' into his hat an' 
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tryin' to get it off. All at once, off it came in 
two pieces, an' he saw us — Patrick an' I — 
leanin' up against each other. The next I knew, 
he was cHasin' us through a strange street, 
roarin' like a hungry tiger. 

" Tatrick,' I says to him, between jumps, *I've 
already had my activity to-day, aboard ship.' 

" *Keep goin',' says Patrick. 'I'm suspicious 
that he's important in these parts, with those 
clothes an' all. He'll make us trouble if he gets 
a good look at us. We must escape him. Hit 
it up.' 

"We did so, but we couldn't lose him any 
more than if we were towin' him. We went 
boundin', full speed, through alleys, bowlin' 
over stray natives an' hurdlin' donkeys, till little 
Shorty, for one, was to his last gasp. Just 
then we saw, ahead, a little sign stickin' out 
from a house-front, an' on the sign, in English : 
'Curiosities.' 

"We took the entry at one leap an' slammed 
an' locked the door, just as the Prince Albert 
guy fired himself against it. There wasn't but 
one other soul in the place : a little, fat, civilized 
man, who came rushin' for'd. 

" 'Now, then,' he cries out, 'what's all this?' 

" 'Friend,' I wheezes, solemnly puttin' one 
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hand on my heart an' takin' a chance. *In the 
name o' Mister Roosevelt — ' 

"He peeks out of a little window. 

" Why, you maniacs !' he says, grinnin' an' 
hangin' somethin' over the pane. *If it ain't 
the French Ambassadd !' 

" 'You come with me,' he says, an' leads us 
back to a dingy bedroom, like, stuffed full o' 
the overflow from the shop, with a door at the 
rear. 

" 'There's an alley outside,' he says. Watch 
your chance an' vanish, whilst I parley with 
the Ambassadd through the front. But first,' 
he says, findin' three glasses an' a bottle, 'here's 
a little bit to the American navy in distress^ 
which ain't often.' ^ 

" 'An' here's another little bit,' says Patrick, 
as if he owned the bottle himself, 'to our gallant 
rescuer.' 

" 'An' here,' says I, not to be outdone in 
hospitality by any one, 'is another yet, to hot- 
footed, hell-roarin' M'soo Gaston Crosspatch, 
the hat-thief — need I say, gents, to whom I 
refer?' 

"The proprietor says good-by with feelin', 
an' goes through the shop to hold parley, walkin' 
on air. We opened the back an' rubbered out. 
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iWell, you could 'a' knocked us over when we 
found the escape from the alley was by the front 
o' the house, where the French Ambassadd was 
carryin' on! 

" Why,' says Patrick, comin' in an' closin' the 
door, Ve're bottled up I We'll never get past 
him without his seein' us !' 

" *Keep your shirt on,' I says, lookin' round. 
Then, whether it was the three toasts gettin' to 
work, or what, a great big, life-size, dazzlin' 
roos de guerre hits me between the eyes. 

" Tatrick,' I cries, Ve'll go disguised!' 

^^ ^Disguised!' sneers Patrick, with a scornful 
laugh. 

*^ That's what! Why, look here; don't tell 
me you haven't noticed all the fat, haughty, 
stingy-minded ladies in this town, trottin' round 
wrapped up in sheets an' holdin' the tails of 
their skirts across their noses? Look here!' 

"I make a swipe at the bed an' drag off a 
blanket an' two pillows. One pillow I stick in 
the front o' my waist-band, the other down 
the back. I climb inside the blanket, wrap it 
round me an' over my head, an', catchin' up the 
end of it in one hand, I hold it over my face 
so that all you could see o' me was my two 
eyes. 
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" *Now, then,' I says, *I suppose that's poor? 
Who am I, stranger, kindly tell?' 

'Tatrick walked round, lookin' at me from all 
sides. Then he begun to grin. 

" *Well, if you ain't, weight an' all I' he says. 
*A11 except the shoes. Shorty.' 

"I kicked off my shoes, rolled up my pants to 
the knees, an' pulled a pair o' flat, yellow slip- 
pers out o' the stock piled up in the corner. 

" Why,' I says, ^here's everythin' at hand, as 
if made for usl An' look at this box o' brass 
bracelets 1' 

"I get into the slippers, snap the bracelets 
on my ankles, an' sail across the room, with the 
end o' the blanket over my face, clankin' an' 
switchin' my pillows till Patrick had to sit down 
on the bed with tears runnin off his nose. 

" ^Save us,' he gasps. *It's perfect 1' 

" Well, then,' I says, *get busy, will you? 
There's another blanket yet, an' if you run short 
o' pillows, pad with somethin' else; for you're 
no kind of a lady in these parts, I take it, unless 
you're in the baby elephant class.' 

"Say, I wish some one with a sense o' youmor 
could 'a' seen us when we came out. There 
wasn't a choice between us for looks, both bein' 
equally plump, and covered up, an' decorated 
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with noisy Morocco jewelry. We wafts up the 
alley, showin* nothin' but eyes an' ankles, which, 
you'll know, is considered the best o' good man- 
ners thereabouts. An' sailin' grandly round the 
corner, like a pair o' balloons, we ran across 
the French Ambassadd, ravin' through the key- 
hole, an' a bunch o' natives, standin' behind him, 
tappin' their foreheads. 

"We brushed through the crowd in the most 
ladylike way you can think of, an' floated up 
the street. Around a dark corner we stopped an' 
shook hands. 

"Says Patrick, right away: 

" We'd best keep movin'. Shorty; our liberty 
must be nearly up, an' all these costumes must 
be returned in good order — ' 

" *Goin'!' I cried out, indignantly. When it's 
just gettin' good?' 

"I had a look round the corner. The Ambas- 
sadd was nowhere; the crowd was leavin'. I 
saw that the curiosity man had let him in, so 
as he could satisfy himself we weren't there. 

" *Then he'll be out in a minute, Patrick,' I 
said. 'An' we'll just march by once again for 
good luck.' 

"Sure enough. I'd scarcely said it when 
forth he comes an' sets out, stampin', towards us. 
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With that, blowin' out of our alley, we bear 
down on him. But the street was narrow for 
three, an' just as we passed him, with our 
noses in the air an' all covered up, Patrick 
got the Ambassadd's shoulder in the chest. 
Immediately, bein' Irish, he mislaid his 
temper. 

" Where you goin' I' he snaps through the end 
of his blanket, as if he was about to take Gaston 
at one bite. *Bumpin' that way into a decent 
married woman ! Loafer !' 

"I dragged Patrick away, leavin' the French 
Ambassadd with his chin hangin' down. 

" 'Nice native lady you arel' I says, jerkin' 
him along at a trot. ^Blackguardin' a stranger in 
a bass voice, with a brogue! Beat it! He's 
after us again! Now, you see, for that we've 
got it all to do over.' 

"That's right, he was hot after us, an' no 
mistake. I think once or twice we might 'a' 
lost him in the dark, but with our bangles we 
made a racket like a couple of sleighs. Still, he 
was always just a cable-len'th behind ; an', d'you 
know, I could 'a' begun to enjoy it till he started 
yellin'. 

" 'Patrick,' I says, *I suspect that's French or 
Tangier for "Stop thief." What's more, I'm a 
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slipper shy. It's got to end. Former tactics, 
now: dive in wherever you see an openin', an' 
trust to luck.' 

"Next minute we turned a corner an' saw an 
openin'. It was the door of a cafe, like as not 
where our Kalamazoo friend was urgin' us to 
go an' see the natives drinkin' tea. In we dived, 
knockin' over a coon with a trayful o' coffee 
cups, through a little hall with a flight o' steps 
at the back. We took those steps three together. 
On the second floor was another flight. We took 
them four together, an' popped out through an 
open trap-door onto the roof. We shut the hatch 
an' sat on it to breathe. 

" *Have we lost him?' says Patrick, layin' his 
ear to the trap-door. 

"*Himl' I says. ^Don't you know him yet? 
No, Patrick, we've not even begun to lose him. 
You'll hear him in just a minute poundin' on the 
underneath o' where you're sittin'.' 

"Sure enough, some one began to beat on the 
bottom o' the trap-door. So, leavin' Patrick to 
hold it tight, I skips off to the next roof. Three 
roofs down I found a loose hatch. Racin' back 
to Patrick, I told him. 

" ^He's stopped to get his wind,' says Patrick, 
swallowin' hard; *but he's had me rockin' on 
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this thing like a dingey in a typhoon. He's 
makin' me seasick, the little shrimp 1' 

" *Come on, then,' says I. *An' keep your 
sleigh-bells quiet.' 

"We dodged across the roofs to the open trap 
an' into it. You can search me how we ever had 
the nerve to do that — down a dark hole, into a 
strange place, on the chance 1 We were no better 
than housebreakers — an' in such a town I There 
might 'a' been guys with swords an' long Ori- 
ental blunderbusses waitin' for us below, just 
dyin' for the pleasure. Would you believe it, 
we never thought o' that. 

"We got down the ladder into a room with 
a tiny red lamp hangin' from the ceilin'. The 
ceilin' was all pinched up into patterns — knobs 
stickin' out all over ; somethin' new to me. But 
the room itself 1 There were so many lookin'- 
glasses, an' shiny stools, an' plants in jugs, an' 
rugs, an' sofa pillows, you hardly dared to move, 
for fear o' knockin' somethin' over. It looked 
«o swell, Patrick got scared. 

" 'Get a move onl' he says, in a rattlin' whis- 
per. 'This is no place for us.' 

"As for me, all at once the hot room begun to 
go to my head. 

" 'Forget itl' I says, commencin' to enjoy my- 
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self. Why, this is rich 1 This takes me back to 
that Turkish joint in Fourteenth Street— only 
better. Mind if I take oflF my blanket; it^s a 
little stuflfy, as you say. Ain't you drowsy in 
this place? I could use some o' those fat sofa 
pillows to advantage. Whatl Do my eyes de- 
ceive me, or can that be a lunch P 

"On a little stool I saw a tray, an' on the tray 
was laid out a lot o' grub. I just couldn't con- 
tain myself ; I dived in after it with both hands. 

"'Holy!' cries Patrick frantically, grabbin' 
me back. What shall I do with you? That 
stuff's hot ; it's just been laid there for some one.' 

" Tou're crazy/ I says, with my mouth full. 
*They were expectin' us. Don't be a dope ; catch 
hold o' some. Don't you like onions? Here's 
Irish stew, it tastes like; you'll fall for that, I 
hope. Find me the salt, then, if you won't eat 
anythin'.' 

" We're dead men,' groans Patrick, an\ 
gettin' a half-Nelson on me, he drags me back 
for the ladder. I've a suspicion, what with the 
two of us rockin' about, we must 'a' started quite 
a little noise. At any rate, suddenly somethia' 
made us both stop an' turn around. An' therci 
crowded into a doorway an' gapin' at us horror- 
struck, were four tremendous dames. 
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"Those four tremendous dames took one look 
an' screeched. Gee, how they could screech! 
An' with that, away they went, head over heels, 
screechin' continu'lly. 

"Well, things moved quick. The whole house 
below wakes up with a roar. Patrick jumps for 
the ladder; but me for some curtains on the wall, 
for I had a hunch. Sure thing: there was a 
window behind 'em, barred over with wooden 
stuff, which I jerked into the room. 

" This way's safe out, Patrick,' I yells to him, 
an' he comes on the run from the ladder. 

" *He's in sight,' says he, with a wild laugh. 

" Who?' I asked, makin' the blankets fast 
together an' throwin' one end out o' the win- 
dow. 

" The Ambassadd,' says Patrick. *He saw me 
stick my head out, an' rushed for me across the 
roofs. Hist! Out with you, for they're comin' 
upstairs.' 

" *Up them an' down them both, then,' says I, 
for I could see the Ambassadd's legs gettin' 
through the trap-door. There was a turrible 
trample outside, an' I chucked myself through 
the window. I went down the blankets with 
Patrick on my shoulders. When we touched the 
street we ran, an' ran, an' ran. 
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"Finally, when we were miles away, a thought 
took me. I stopped runnin\ 

" Tatrick,' I says, *you were last out; tell me 
true, what was your partin' glimpse?' 

" ^Shorty,' sobs Patrick, coUapsin' on me, *my 
partin' glimpse was the French Ambassadd . . . 
havin' just reached the foot o' the ladder . . • an' 
somewhere in the neighborhood of a dozen 
coons . . . about eight foot high . . . rushin' at 
him with their mouths open . . . Shorty . . . 
I think we've shook him.' " 

After a while, breaking an appreciative si- 
lence, I ventured an inquiry about the youth 
from Kalamazoo. 

"Why," Shorty told me, "I asked Harah that 
very same, next mornin'. Harah says : 

'' 'We saw him last up on a water-trough in 
some camel stable, I should take it to be, doin' 
that tremble-jelly dance for a mob o' villagers. 
What! mean to say you didn't hear a crash 
shortly after we parted at that fort? That was 
him, f allin' off the water-wagon. He'll have far 
more scenery to write home than'll go on a 
picture post-card this mornin' — if he don't com- 
mit suicide on wakin' up, that is.' 

"There was always fun in Harah. I'd like 
to see him. . . . 'Twas him — remember, Patrick? 
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— first read the flags that Fourth, off San- 
tiago?" 

"Read what?" I asked. And even Shorty, in 
answering, was sober, as one who repeats a 
phrase of history : 

" The Enemy is Comin' Outl' 

"Mind how the ship lifted to that, Patrick? 
The racin' all ways, the bugle goin', the engines 
thumpin' harder an' harder underneath? Every 
one slappin' backs an' gallopin' to battle stations 
an' callin': There they are. See 'em? There 
they are 1' " 

"The aft turret," murmured Patrick, "wid 
every man's heart poundin' in his mouth for fear 
we'd miss our first shot at 'em. Do I remember? 
Z-z-zing! goes our ear-drums, an' it was War 
at last!" 

"I betchal" cried Shorty with glowing eyes, 
again in the turret crowded with naked men* 
and shining steel, ringing from the terrific dis- 
charge, trembling from the rush of the great 
ship. 

The gleam faded from his eyes ; he sat looking 
before him dully. 

Then, on the silence, as if waiting for this mo- 
ment, stole through the open windows the clear 
striking of ships' bells, first near, then farther, 
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then far, mingling in lucid harmony, exquisite 
in the night stillness. 

"Seven bells," whispered Shorty, and stared 
toward the window. 

We followed him across the room. With him 
we looked down on the river: on the lights of 
moving shipping weaving with shore lights 
vague, slowly changing patterns ; on those other 
lights beyond them to the north, assembled, 
stationary, marking with pin-point groups five 
large, familiar outlines. 

"Well, I'm—" 

"I thought you knew," I said. 

"I didn't think, when I came in, what with 
the fog in the end o' the street." 

"Do you place her?" 

"Second from here. Look, lights still on in 
the wardroom country — special doin's to-night. 
There's somethin' movin' aft there — oh, the 
anchor watch? There's a light at the starb'd 
gangway. A boat, hey? Visitors? Sst! The 
Ardoises are goin' !" 

High above that second great bulk broke out 
suddenly a vertical string of lights, red and 
white, winking, rippling into brilliancy, vanish- 
ing, reappearing in swift variation. 

"Still! 2222, 2222 ; Z— that's the Alaska's call- 

[i68] 



THE MYSTERIOUS HOURIS 

letter. ^Alaska — visitors' — launch — mistaken — 
ship — possibly — off — your — gangway — ^kindly 
— ascertain — ' It's Ol' Particular himself talk- 
in'. Ascertain's his word, not to mention 
Perspicacity. Good Ol' Man. . . ." 

Staring down, his unguarded face turned 
wistful. We read his thoughts perfectly and, 
keeping silence, let him have them all : of past 
romance infinitely varied, of days and nights in 
settings homely and exotic, peaceful and tre- 
mendous. 

"She looks good, don't she?" Shorty asked, 
uncertainly. 

"Ah, but Shorty," answered a soft Irish 
voice, "I'm gettin' lonesome out there." 

If this was talk for both to blush at, and 
violently deny, in daylight and another place, 
neither seemed to realize that now. They stood 
looking down together at the lights. And pres- 
ently Shorty murmured: 

"You ol' speckled seducer. You ol' flannel- 
mouthed recruiter. . . ." 

His hand stole up and gently rumpled Pat- 
rick's hair. 
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BOTH MEMBERS OF THIS CLUB 

TO THE rendezvous of fleets in New York, 
on the occasion of the Hudson-Fulton 
show, came sailing two old friends of mine, be- 
tween decks on the battleship Oklahoma. Our 
first notes, quickly posted, crossed each other. 
Our first verbal communication — a hail from 
reviewing stand to parade and half an answer — 
was cut short by an indignant ensign. But at 
last, their liberty coinciding with my leisure, 
one night, in Harlem, at the southernmost boat- 
landing for the Americans, I received two fig- 
ures, clad in loose blue, that hurled themselves 
at one leap from the coxswain's box of a steam- 
cutter upon my neck. 

Big, sandy Patrick wore at last the vizored 
cap and the brass-buttoned jacket of a chief gun- 
ner's mate. Shorty, his face aglow with mis- 
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chief, as restless as a fox-terrier when the leash 
is on the point of slipping, though still clad in 
overshirt and flat hat, showed on his sleeve a 
white bursting shell — the insignia of a seaman 
gunner. Long service had resulted for these de- 
voted comrades in honorable promotion. 

But whatever their dignity, nowadays, on 
shipboard, they had not brought stiff manners 
with them down the ladder. 

Patrick's first words of greeting could have 
been heard a block away. Shorty performed a 
pirouette, stopped with his hands curving in- 
ward above his head, and smiled insipidly. 

"Tableau, illustratin' feelin's o' rapture," he 
announced, smacking his lips. "Midigated, 
however, by disgust. I'm supposed to report 
aboard at two bells, middle watch. So make 
haste 1" 

A group of ofl[icers freshly landed from the 
brilliantly dressed warships in mid - river, 
cloaked, gloved, their gold - bound hats and 
sword scabbards flashing beneath the arc-lamps, 
looked at us, across a waste of shaggy planks, 
askance. From apertures in the canopies of 
three bobbing launches, chapeaux and white 
shirt bosoms were rising to the wharf and draw- 
ing near us. A stiff marine sergeant, approach- 
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ing with his rifle at "port arms," besought us to 
move on. 

Obeying, I asked my friends : 

"How did you arrange to meet me down here, 
with the Oklahoma off 235th Street?" 

"Stowed away on Ol' Particular's lanch. He's 
just ashore : you must 'a' passed him while you 
were comin' down the dock. Big dinner for all 
the captains at the Hotel Astor. Night after 
night for his, an' no redress! You should 'a' 
seen him arrive home last evenin'." 

"Wid his arms full o' souvenirs an' menus," 
explained Patrick, setting a sharp pace east- 
ward, through crowds of strolling citizens, os- 
tensibly toward the Subway. "Very sedate an' 
deliberate. But breathin' uncommon heavy 
through his nose, an', to my private thinkin', a 
thrifle cross-eyed. This mornin', I'm told, he et 
three spoonfuls o' grapefruit for his breakfast." 

"Small wonder I Licks, who was stokin' the 
lanch last night, he slams shut the furnace door 
for fear Ol' Particular, clear back behind the 
transom, ud get his breath alight an' blow him- 
self into a thousand pieces. Ah, me, but a sea- 
farin' life's the purilous avocation! Pass the 
Durham." 

Patrick, for his part, ignited a canteen stogie. 

[173] 



SHORTY AND PATRICK 

The match flame illumined his rugged visage. 
I remarked: 

"You both seem to thrive on it." 

"Who, us? We're case-hardened, veterans, 
the ould guard. Nowadays, we insthruct the 
young how to keep their fingers from bein' 
snapped off in a five-inch breech, an' what 
not to drink in foreign ports. You know the 
new style: good boys from the Middle West, 
who swap us book-learnin' from who^s-this — 
Plato — for fine points on exterior ballistics. 
The ship swarms wid 'em, these days. You 
wouldn't know her. Especially wid her slate- 
colored war-paint an' her openwork mast." 

"How she sticks in the First Rate class!" 

"Not much longer, I'm thinkin'," Patrick 
muttered. 

Cried Shorty, passionately: 

"Look-a-herel We're out for pleasure 1" 

"All right, little one." 

Our thoughts were interrupted by a series of 
concussions to the southwest. In the blue-black 
sky three splendid rockets slowly let down a 
golden fleece. 

"Fireworks off Riverside Drive," announced 
Shorty. "The mob there'll be round the Water 
Gate!" 
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"Faith, let's take it in!" 

"There's no beer on the Drive." 

"There's grass for to sit on." 

"See what we've come to in our old 
age?" whispered Shorty to me, his grimace 
suddenly displayed in a celestial, rose-hued 
radiance. 

All the city seemed headed toward the burst- 
ing rockets. Down shadowy side streets, be- 
tween flat houses, the cornices of which stood 
forth from time to time in different colored 
flashes, the throng flowed riverward. There, 
beneath the sparks, through a mist of light, 
great masts appeared, picked out in white 
fire. 

Presently the crowd thickened, was squeezed 
together, moved very slowly. Above a thousand 
heads rose the bodies of the mounted police. 
Here and there spectators sat perched on the 
hoods of crawling taxicabs. But the fireworks 
were blotted by a purple thatch of foliage. 
Odors of dusty, dry leaves filled the air. We 
found ourselves shuffling over grass. 

Shorty, his chin on a stranger's shoulder, be^ 
gan to grumble. 

"Nice way to spend an evenin's liberty I Du&t 
eaters! What I couldn't do to a bottle o' Bud! 
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Say, are those rockets I hear popping or corks? 
Kindly pardon the ravin's of a brain girin' 
way from privation." 

And, suddenly glaring round him, while snif- 
fing in an exaggerated manner, he cried out, in- 
dignantly, for all to hear: 

"There's some one in this crowd been drink- 
inM I can smell itl It's everywheresl Oh, how 
thoroughly disgustin'l" 

We dragged him, still protesting wildly, 
across a gravel walk, through a phalanx of men 
and women perched on soap-boxes, and over a 
granite parapet. Dropping ten feet into shad- 
ows, we found place amid thick grass, with our 
backs against the Riverside wall. Before us, 
beyond the hats of a vast audience that was 
seated on the hillside, the glittering fleets spread 
out. 

Patrick, conscious, perhaps, of his chief petty 
oflficer's uniform, remarked, severely: 

"Now, then, wid your public snifGn's an' 
shoutin's an' beggin's for beerl Wid your fic- 
titious strainin' at the leash 1 Wid your bum 
imitation of a Nicholas Spitz 1" 

Shorty, licking a cigarette paper, winked at 
me in the light of a set-piece spouting green 
flames on a float below. 
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"Grand sense o* youmor our Patrick has! 
The burlesquer's blight! The town clown's 
Waterloo!" 

"What's a Nicholas Spitz?" I asked. 

"Enclusive title, signifyin' any incorrigible 
souse, bright-nose, or bar-polisher. Comin' 
from the Greek, to wit — Nicholas Spitz, sea- 
man, U. S. S. Oklahoma, retired." 

"Retired?" corrected Patrick. 

"I should say so, by all means," answered 
Shorty, gazing upward, with a dreamy smile, 
at a bouquet of amethystine sparks. Soon, to 
me: 

"In all these years, ain't ever heard o' Nicho- 
las Spitz?" 

"Never." 

"Well, well ! I thought the good ones had all 
been told. . . . 

"He was a shellback, N. Spitz was, by profes- 
sion. To let him run on, he'd practically been 
an' fought the British with John Paul Jones. 
You'd think the navy was started when he fell 
for the silver-tongued recruiter's brand o' bull. 
He'd kicked round on everythin' afloat that car- 
ried ordnance bigger than a salutin' cannon : one 
day, when we counted up all his terms o' service, 
we found out that he was two hundred an' eight 
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years old. We were quite surprised. He hardly 
looked his age. 

"Still, even when I first boarded the Okla- 
homa, Nicholas was practically an obsolete type. 
Broad, bow-legged, leathery-faced, gray round 
the forehead, eyes like miggles. A rolling rum- 
blin*, tobacco-eatin', cussin* an* growlin' ol' 
three-master sinkin* reluctantly by the stem, was 
Spitz. I think if they'd ever put the age-limit 
to him in earnest, heM *a* been booted overboard 
with a pension while I was still swipin* kindlin'- 
wood round Greenwich Village. As it turned 
out, findin* how slack the proper authorities at- 
tended to his case, it was us that saw to him 
finally, as you might say, out o* pure pity." 

Quoth Patrick, dryly: 

"There's manny a one takes the credit for a 
good landfall afther navigatin' blind." 

Shorty, with an expression that tried hard to 
be enigmatical, watched some great golden ser- 
pents hissing high in the darkness. Without re- 
plying, he continued: 

"How come, I suppose you'll ask me, that this 
here ancient mariner wasn't better off for insig- 
nia, after so long, than a seaman? Well, unfor- 
tunately, N. Spitz he had a fault, an' the fault 
was, if you'll believe me, that he thought in his 
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heart he was obliged to lap up all the hard stuff 
everywheres, just so soon as it was made an' bot- 
tled. Yes, sir: *I love my good conduct badges, 
but oh, you spirits frumenti/ was the motto an' 
main troubles of Nicholas. 

"Not to suggest, understand, that he ever set 
fire to any treaty ports, or came home like a 
twelve-inch shell. No: Spitz's tactics weren't 
brilliant; they were merely, as the sayin' goes, 
conscientious. On every beach he had his route, 
always kept movin', always scattered his pay be- 
tween half a dozen gin-mills, never got cross in 
earnest, never roughed it up, let his legs find 
the landin' for him, dozed on the last runnin' 
boat, an' passed away on touchin' the gun-deck. 
Praiseworthy, hey — such well-oiled clock-work 
an' never a click to be heard? All the same, 
round the wardroom country it was — *N. Spitz, 
as a petty officer, ud be a bad example.' So N. 
Spitz, term after term, he jumps to the bo's'n's 
pipe, for all his two hundred an' eight years o' 
devotion. 

"I recollect, as if it was last week, the evenin', 
nearly nine years ago, when we sat chinnin' 
about Nicholas, just so, by an open port on the 
gun-deck of the Oklahoma, in Yokohama har- 
bor. Three weeks we'd swung there, off the 
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Bund — three weeks o' clear October weather, 
with the fishin' junks runnin* in at dark over 
glazey water, an' the wooden roofs all violet- 
colored, an' five miles, it seemed like straight up 
in the sky, as white an' thin as the moon, that ol' 
mountain-top — that ol' whatd'yecallem, now — 
Fujiyama. How it hated to get dark up there, 
those twilights! Then the lanterns on the sam- 
pans, bound for the customs hatoba! The 
shampooers' whistles, driftin' out on an offshore 
breeze. . . . 

^Tunny how we miss such foolish little sort o' 
things, sometimes! 

"D'you know, I'd give an ear, almost, to be 
there now, by that gun-deck port, with Patrick, 
an' Harah, an' Christianson, chinnin' about N, 
Spitz! 

"He was ashore, in action, but bound to show 
up by the last boat out, with just enough ambish 
left to set one foot between decks. A slave o' 
system, that Nicholas! 

" Tirst,' says Harah, *he takes in Fukui's 
place, in the Motomachi, close to the Hundred 
Steps. Second, he patronizes Nissei-ro, in the 
Sumiyoshi-cho. Third, he falls for the Takano- 
ya, in the Hagoromo-cho. It's two hours an' 
twenty minutes flat since he went down the lad- 
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der. He'll be in the Takano-ya now, loaded 
clean to the Plimsoll mark, an' thinkin' expec- 
tantly about the Kuruma-yama in the Isezak'- 
cho.' 

"Says Christianson: 

" What a pity,' he says, *to see such promisin' 
beginnin's always fizzle out in a meek return, 
prompt on time! From the way he goes to it, 
you'd think Nicholas was stokin' up to compli- 
cate himself internationally all over Asia. As it 
is, however, he never yet showed himself to be 
anythin' but a good, reliable licker-consumin' 
machine, warranted not to explode, miss a revo- 
lution, or stop.' 

" 'True for you, Christianson,' says Stahller, 
a leather-neck corp'ral, pausin' on his way to 
the marine country, for'd. 'He's a steadier sea- 
man when all awash,' he says, 'than some are 
when dry. An' as for stoppin', the man doesn't 
live could hold him off from his fell purpose, 
not by any argument whatsoever! Glib an' 
smart as some think themselves,' he adds, lookin' 
hard at me. Why us two weren't friends I give 
it up." 

Patrick, his vizor tipped to screen his eyes 
from the flash of exploding rockets, grunted 
scornfully. 
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"You know well enough. A man don't for- 
give wakin' up in a Happy Valley parade- 
ground an' havin' to come aboard, through all 
Hongkong, in the clothes he finds on him — 
namely, the business end of a Highlander's uni- 
form." 

"Well," remarked Shorty, sighing, "all I say 
is, a guy who nurses trifles like that three 
months, when I merely call him vindicative, 
I'm usin' him well. 

" 'Stahller,' I says, reprovin'ly, *don't forget 
the wheeze that General Washin'ton got off to 
George the First: "Impossible is a foolish ad- 
verb." I'm restin' now, Stahller, from my ac- 
tivities; but, ol' friend, if I was to bend my 
brains to the job o' persuadin' N. Spitz to stop 
consumin' rum, N. Spitz would stop, Stahller, 
you bow-legged, sail-eared, parrot-nosed, bottle- 
shouldered louse,' I says. 

"His eyes got quite inflamed: I thought 
he was goin' to have appleplexy. He shouts 
out: 

" *A11 I ever heard out o' you was threats an' 
promises. You've been kickin' round on this 
ship,' he says, 4ayin' undisputed claim to a 
mind, long enough. Money talks,' he says, *an' 
fifty dollars o' my back pay, stowed all snug in 
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the office, remarks that you're nothin' but a 
bluff. But pshah/ he goes on, lookin' round 
scornf'lly for the spit-kit, Vhat's the use? In 
all your life you never saved five cents over a 
pay day, much less fifty dollars/ 

" Why, you mutt,' says I, takin' care not to 
lose my temper, 'I'll bet you fifty dollars on 
anythin' goin', from the number o' bald-headed 
babies in Yokohama to where the rik'sha takes 
or Particular.' 

" 'How'll you get the money?' he says.. 

" 'That's my lookout,' says I. 

" 'I've witnesses here,' he says. 

" 'They'll do for me, too,' I answered backV 

" 'Then I bet you fifty dollars you can't steer 
Nicholas away from his licker not for the space 
o' one shore-leave.' 

" 'Just to show you what kind of a little fella 
I am,' I says, 'I'll see that an' raise it. I'll make 
him sign the pledge.' 

'"I've got you, before this whole bunch 1' 
Stahller screams out. 

" 'We ain't deef, corp'ral,' I says, gently. 'An' 
you ain't shoutin' to us from the marine country. 
But there's where you'd better be, Stahller, in 
sixty seconds sharp, before I rise up off this 
corkin'-mat, regulations or not, an' lay the side 

[183] 



SHORTY AND PATRICK 

o' my foot across you, somewheres, for good 
luck; 

" 'Talk's always cheap/ he says, gettin' under 
way, nevertheless. 

" 'You'll not find it so,' I calls after him, 
takin' the last word o' that discussion. 

"Patrick an' Harah an' Christianson says 
nothin' for a while. Finally, Patrick asked me, 
very soft: 

" 'What argument, Shorty, have you thought 
up to make a guy like N. Spitz sign a 
pledge?' 

" 'Well,' I confessed, 'I ain't thought up any 
as yet. But he believed he had me, that Leather- 
neck, an' I just showed him diflFerent. Never 
fear; it'll come to me how to act, as it always 
has in a pinch.' 

" 'Yeh?' pursues Patrick, without raisin' his 
voice, though feelin' his shoe-laces in an absent- 
minded way. 'An' supposin' it don't do this 
time as it always has, where will the fifty dol- 
lars materialize from to settle with Stahller?' 

" 'Why,' I says, snappin' my fingers, 'next pay 
day the four of us here could easy come across 
with enough to make it up.' 

" 'I thought as much!' he shouts out, leapin' 
for me with his shoe in his hand. But I was 
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round a five-inch gun and up the deck like a 
bird. 

" Tatrick/ I sings out over my shoulder, 4t's 
for your own sake I'm includin' you in it: a 
quarter o' the profits'll be all yours!' 

"A Two-striper, passin' by, saved my life. 
Later, Harah an' Christianson an' me argued it 
out with the Irishman. 

" ^I'll back Shorty,' says Harah. 'He'll find 
the way.' 

" *Then let him get busy,' growls Patrick, 4f 
it's to be done in Yokohama.' 

" That's right, too,' I thought to myself. 
'Time's short, while inspiration's hard to coax.' 
An' next day — my liberty — I struck the beach 
in a trance from heavy thinkin'. 

"Toward mid-evenin', though, I was the life 
o' the party in The Three Flags — an Anglo- 
American dump that perhaps you'll remember, 
close by the back door o' the Club Hotel. While 
there, holdin' up the bar, an' tossin' out airy 
nothin's, as they came to me, for the benefit o' 
the crowd, I see a lean, dark-complected guy, 
in a wrinkled suit o' clothes, continually cryin' 
into a glass o' beer as if his heart ud break. Fi- 
nally, for fear we'd all get floated out into the 
street, goin' over to him, I hits him a jolly slap 
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on the back that makes a set o' false teeth jump 
out of his mouth an' onto the bar. 

" What ho/ I says to him. *A11 is not lost, 
Archibald r 

" *Not Archibald,' the guy sobs. *Alonzo, if 
you please. Alonzo de Fink.' 

" *In that case/ says I, Vhence these tears?' 

" * Because,' says he, 'this is my last ten sen 
piece I'm drinkin' up, unless you care to buy 
half a car-load o' mixed scenery.' 

" 'Alonzo, you come with me,' I says, drag- 
gin' him out into the street. There I charters a 
double rik'-sha. An', while we buzzed round 
Yokohama, he coughed up the story of his life. 

"He was an actor, the star an' manager in a 
troupe called the Royal Tragic - Comedians, 
that'd played everythin', from 'Uncle Tom's 
Cabin' to The Belle o' New York,' on the Vla- 
divostok-Singapore circuit. A month since, 
they'd blown up in Yokohama, while tryin' to 
pull that ol' classic, 'Ten Nights in a Barroom.' 
The crew had escaped on freighters to Hong- 
kong, Manila, an' so on. Alonzo, clingin' tight 
to his scenery, had stayed behind. 

" 'Shorty,' says I to myself, 'this was never put 
in your way for nothin'.' I staked Alonzo to a 
couple o' yens, so he wouldn't jump off the 
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Bund on me, made a date for two evenin's later, 
an' went aboard so tame that a Jimmy Legs in- 
quired about my health. 

"But that night I sat up in my dreamin'-sack 
with a shout o' joy that woke half the gun- 
deck. . . ." 

Shorty paused, his half naive, half malicious 
smile appearing. Then we became aware that 
all the warships' whistles were -droning in a 
discordant chorus. 

From the Germans to the French, from the 
French to the English, from the English to the 
Americans far up the river, the din swept de- 
liberately, grew louder and louder, reached a 
deafening apogee. Then, gradually, it died 
away. Down stream, the siren whistle of an in- 
visible ship persisted for a while. But quiet en- 
sued. Again the rockets burst audibly. Shorty 
continued : 

"Prompt next mornin', no sooner had the 
bo's'n piped down from scrubbin' paint-work 
than I took up a collection off Patrick, Harah, 
an' Christianson. When I told 'em what for, the 
three of 'em looked at me an' then at each other 
somewhat as if scared. 

" 'Shorty,' says Patrick here, shovin' out his 
paw, 'I take back what I said. If you can make 
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good, I, for one, don't require profits. Spend 
my twelre fifty like water,' says Patrick, 'only, 
as you fancy your health, watch out that I don't 
miss a particle o' the performin'.' The others 
threatened as much: an' the followin' day, on 
hearin' when N. Spitz's next liberty fell due, 
Patrick an' me, by bootlickin' our superiors, got 
ashore together. In half an hour Patrick was 
shakin' hands with Alonzo. 

" *It's glad I am, Mr. de Fink,' says the Irish- 
man, 'to know a gent o' so much promise. I hear, 
now,' he says, 'that you've theayter scenery at 
your beck an' call?' 

"Alonzo owned up to it, if the godown where 
it was stored hadn't disappeared over night. 

" 'Scenery,' continues Patrick, restin' his hand 
affectionately on Alonzo's head, 'representin' 
barrooms?' 

" 'That's right,' Alonzo answered back. 

" 'Shorty,' says Patrick, 'pay Mr. de Fink, 
right away, a — ^what's this? — a retainin' fee.' 

"An' when I slipped Alonzo a five-spot, the 
poor guy like to fell down fiat, 

" 'Now then,' I says, 'for our house-to-house 
canvass on N. Spitz's well-known shameful 
route.' So we began with Fukui's place, in the 
Motomachi. 
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"D'you recollect that dump? A match-box 
of a house two stories high, with a peaked roof, 
paper walls, an' a piazza four inches wide. 
You know the style: on a dark night in Yoko- 
hama you couldn't tell one shop from another. 
Tea, sake, an' a rusty gramophone ; Osaka beer, 
gin, an^ a broken-back piano; Bass, whisky, 
an' fourth-rate geisha dances. Poor enough, 
that's right, the whole game I But how we miss 
it, long after, half-way round the world! 

"The front walls were rolled partly back. 
Ol' Fukui, wearin' a blue cotton kimono an' a 
derby hat vintage of 1880, was standin' in his 
front hall, I suppose you'd call it, on his split 
mattin'. Behind him, in the shadows the nesans 
were runnin' up-stairs an' down, with their little 
white socks, an' their flowery skirts, an' trayfuls. 
o' drinks. 

" ^O tanomi'tnoshimasul* we sings out. 

" *0 tori kudasail Yoku irasshaimash'tal' 
says ol' Fukui, bowin'. 

"This bein' arranged, we boards him. 

" Tukui,' says I, pretty soon, in a kindly way^ 
lookin' at him through the bottom of a glass,. 
*how's trade, these days?' 

" *Verv bad, indeed,' says he, puttin' on a poor 
mouth right away. 
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" Why, then/ I shoots at him, *you*ll be glad 
to take almost anythin' for the exclusire rent o' 
your front hall, us guaranteeing no uproar, 
breakage, or bloodshed, for fifteen minutes this 
comin' Saturday night.' 

" ^A party in a front hallP he asked, prickin' 
up his ears. 

" *A surprise party, like,' I says. 

" ^You don't mean fifteen minutes, though,' 
he tells me, reprovin'ly. 

" Tifteen minutes — perhaps less. How much 
rent?' 

" ^Ten yens, to you.' 

" Tukui,' I moans, *ol' college chum, stop 
that horrible noise. Two yens fifty, in this case, 
ud be princely benefactions.' 

"We compromised on five, him callin' after 
us, as we left : 

" ^Remember, there's a police station at the 
end o' the street.' 

"Suspicious, wasn't he? 

"From Fukui's we went to Nissei-ro, a simi- 
lar joint in the Sumiyoshi-cho, where we dick- 
ered to like purpose. After Nissei-ro, we nego- 
tiated just the same at the Takano-ya, a place, 
resemblin' the other two as much as possible, in 
the Hagoromo-cho. We decided that it was 
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hardly necessary to provide for a fourth resort — 

which, accordin' to N. Spitz's usual program, 

would 'a' been the Kuruma-yama in the 
Isezak'-cho. 

"On return to the Bund, we engaged out o' 
the unemployed, for Saturday night, four rik'- 
sha-men an' a couple o' husky coolies. Then, at 
last, we put Alonzo wise to our intentions. 

" ^Gents,' he says, when he'd got it all through 
his head, ^pardon me, but is that a battleship 
you're off of, or a sanatarium?' 

" ^A bank, Alonzo,' we tells him, Vhere five- 
spots are made an' put in circulation.' So we 
went aboard for a council o' war with Harah 
an' Christianson. 

"It was: 'Harah, your post'U be here,' an', 
'Christianson, you support Harah,' an', 'Patrick, 
since it's all too a la predicted- firin' as yet — too 
much hit or miss — ^you go ashore with Nicholas 
Spitz, an' stick to him through thick an' thin.' 
If before sunset, a blue overshirt hung from 
the second five-inch port was to tell Alonzo 
that the party was leavin' the ship; if after 
sunset, three matches lit there in rapid success. 
Et cefra. 

"All bein' understood, we stole off to pull 
wires for simultaneous shore-leave. An' while 
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huntin' my division officer, I bumped into 
Corp'ral Stahller. 

" ^Good evenin', Stahller,' I says. 'Have you 
notified the paymaster's office there's goin' to be 
a run on your bank account?' 

" 'Not by you,' he snaps at me, showin' his 
teeth. 

" 'No? Well, let me tell you somethin', Stahl- 
ler. If you're a friend o' Nicholas Spitz's, tip 
him off to drink up while he has the heart. 
Great changes, Stahller,' I says, 'are comin' over 
Nicholas's ideas about licker, before much 
longer,' 

"I saw the Leatherneck turn pale. 

" ^Good night, Stahller,' I says, affectionately. 

"Ah, but 'twas hard waitin' till Saturday! 

"Saturday, six P. M., the order was, 'liberty 
parties gather in the port gangway.' We were 
all there, though Lieutenant van Houten, of our 
division, had said, laughin', to Patrick an' me: 
'What, shore-leave again? An' Harah an' 
Christianson, too? This looks preconcerted. I 
suspect typhoons. However, put your names 
down, but pray avoid any thin' official.' 

"Harah an' Chris an' me got off in the first 
cutter. Patrick waited, stickin' close to N. 
Spitz, as per plan. On the Bund we found 
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Alonzo. An', postin' Christianson there as sen- 
try, the rest of us beat it in rik'shas for Alonzo's 
theatrical junk. . • . 

"Meanwhile, what happened where you were, 
Patrick?" 

Patrick dropped his cigar-end between his 
knees, cleared his throat, and answered, sol- 
emnly : 

"Not to let the ould reprobate get into Fu- 
kui's place before dark — " 

"O' course not! Nor sober 1" 

"Thrue for you; nor sober — I steers him first, 
as obstinate as a jackass, into The Three Flags. 
Where I poured Scotch into him while the sun 
went down. Not forgetting mark you, to tell 
him continually the way such stuff was injurin* 
his insides. 

" 'You're a liar, Patrick,' he says to me, 
thumpin' his chest an' waggin' his ould figure- 
head. *I was a sailorman when you were float- 
in' toy boats in a County Anthrim duck-pond,* 
he says. *An' I nerer yet see the licker could do 
me harm.' 

" *A11 the same, Nicholas,' I made answer, 
*it's well known about you that you're gettin* 
queer.' 

"'Queer! Who's queer! How, queer!' the 

[193] 



SHORTY AND PATRICK 
ould rascal barks, drawin' back an' gogglin' at 



me. 
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Why, Nicholas,' I tould him, shocked-like, 
*you ain't noticed it yourself?' 

" 'Noticed what?' he snaps out. 

" Taith,' I says, */ won't be the first one to 
tell you 1' 

"So, as it happened, when we moved on 
Fukui's, in the dark, Nicholas, though step- 
pin' all over his own feet, was ponderin' 
hard. 

"On our arrival — " 

"Yowl" cried Shorty, wriggling with impa- 
tience. "My batl 

"You should 'a' seen the rest of us when 
Christiansen tipped us off after watchin' The 
Three Flags' doorway for Patrick an' Nicholas 
to come out. We'd been waitin' close by — in an 
alley behind the bank — with rik'shas an' coolies 
an' the handy part of Alonzo's cafe scene from 
*Ten Nights in a Barroom.' On the word we 
beat it, full speed ahead, to Fukui's. I bet when 
that Jap saw the crowd of us gallopin' down the 
street, in the lantern light, he thought the house 
was pinched, 

"Into the front hall we dragged a canvas bar, 
an' a canvas screen, painted all over with rows 
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o' bottles, to back it up, an' two tables, two 
chairs, a checker-board, an' a basketful o' 
glasses. It took us three minutes by the watch 
to set up that scene. When we'd finished, a half- 
shot stranger couldn't 'a' told Fukui's place 
from a treaty port canteen. 

^^But, over the bar we hung a sign that Alonzo 
had made for us, which says : 

"'THE BLUE RIBBON PARLORS. 

(New Management.) 

Wholesome Amusements; Soft Drinks only. 
No Smokin'y Profanitj, or Rough- 
neck Tactics Allowed.* 



"Says Harah, rubberin' out o' the door: 

" *I see 'em comin'. Nicholas, by the course 
he's steerin', has got a peach on already.' 

"So I piped the crew to quarters, 

"Alonzo was posted behind the bar, in a 
white jacket swiped off a wardroom boy, pre- 
tendin' to polish glasses. Harah an' Christian- 
son set at a table, starin' down at the checker- 
board kit, broken out between them. Me, after 
chasin' Fukui an' the nesans, I leaned up against 
the bar an' tried to look in a degajay an' friendly 
way at a bottle o' ginger-pop. 

"Before long I hear N. Spitz outside, goin' 
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on somethin' horrible because he'd fell over a 
half-dozen rik'sha shafts. 

" What is this?' he roars out to Patrick. *An 
op'ra house about to let out? There's more Ori- 
ental livery here/ he says, *than in front o' Num- 
ber Ninel Pull aside, you yallow, frog-legged 
sons o' guns, an' give a white man gangway to his 
lickerl Jama ni nam! Noke! Baka-bo! Atsu- 
kamashiir An', cussin' 'em up an' down over 
his shoulder, ol' Spitz rolls in on our tableau. 

"For a minute he stands there stock-still, his 
eyes stickin' out, gapin' at everythin'. Then he 
held a hand over one lamp, an' his lips began 
to move : he was readin' the sign. 

" ^ Ain't this Fukui's?' he cries out at last, in 
a frightened voice. 'If it ain't, what low dive 
is it, with its "wholesome amusements" an' its 
"soft drinks" an' its "no profanities"? Why, holy 
Moses, if there ain't Shorty swiggin' down gin- 
ger-beer! An' Harah an' Christianson wastin' 
time durin' liberty with checkers, an' never a 
glass on the table! Am I dreamin'?' 

" Well, Nicholas,' says I, turnin' round an' 
smilin' at him touchin'ly, 'so you've come at last, 
ol' comrade? Step up an' have a lemon-soda.' 

"N. Spitz, totterin' on his feet, snorts at me: 

" 'You degenerate young rapscallion I' 
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"Turnin' to Alonzo, just as if Nicholas wasn't 
there any more, I says, smackin' my lips : 

" 'Sir,' I says, *I cannot forbear to compliment 
you on your pop. This pop, sir, savin' your 
presence,'! says,holdin' up a glassful o' the darn 
stuff an' sightin' through it at a lamp, 'is, if I 
may say so to your face, the most excruciatin'ly 
voluptuous refreshment I've ever yet cut dust 
with. Bartender, my devotions.' 

"At that, Harah scrambles up the checkers. 

" *My game, if you don't mind,* he says, in a 
lady-like voice to Christianson. 'An' now I'll 
take a little sarsp'rilla.' 

" 'Make it two, bartender,' sings out Chris- 
tianson, 'an' have it, oh, ever so cold.' 

" 'Gnahl' blurts out ol' Nicholas, raisin' both 
his hands an' shakin' 'em. 'Patrick, let's leave 
this hole, whatever an' wherever it is, to 
those,' he says, 'whose conduct ud make a cat 
sick.' 

" 'That suits me,' Patrick answered. 'For af- 
ter to-night, yonder Shorty's no more chum o' 
mine.' An' the two of 'em fell off the four-inch 
piazza into the dark, N. Spitz rumblin', very 
sarcastic : 

" 'If we can't find Fukui's, perhaps we can 
find Nissei-ro.' 
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"So they shambled away, arm in arm, up the 
Motomachi. Whereafter we moved fast — " 

"But I held him back the best I could," Pat- 
rick interrupted, "to give you leeway. I got 
pebbles in my shoes, I stopped to sing ballads, I 
inthrojuiced him to strangers — " 

"I know. I know. We weren't sure o' that, 
though. So we pulled apart our barroom, 
loaded it into the rik'shas an' onto the coolies, 
an' fairly burnt the cobbles gettin' to Nissei-ro, 
in the Sumiyoshi-cho. We had a good ten min- 
utes to pacify the proprietor — who thought 
Lord knows what — an' set up the scene. All of 
a sudden N. Spitz's voice boomed outside. 

"'Ahal' says Nicholas. Traise be, at last 
here's a shop where I'm sure of a respectable 
welcome. What's this : more hordes an' mobs o' 
rik'shas? Singular coincidence! However — ' 

"He shuffles into the front room, an' stops. 

"There was the bar, the sign, Alonzo in his 
white jacket, polishin' glasses, Harah an' Chris- 
tianson playin' checkers, me tryin' to drink an- 
other glass o' ginger-pop, 

"Nicholas, when he'd taken it in, falls back a 
pace, with a groan. 

" ^No!' he gasps out, passin' a hand across his 
forehead. 'Nol No! It can't be so!' 
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"Turnin' round an' smilin' at him touchin'ly, 
I says: 

^* Well, Nicholas,' I says, 'so you've come at 
last, ol' comrade? Step up an' have a lemon- 
soda.' 

" What,' exclaims Harah, *you here, Nicho- 
las? My game, Chris, if you don't mind. An' 
now I'll take a little sarsp'rilla.' 

" 'Make it two, bartender,' cries Christianson. 

"But N. Spitz, still holdin' his head, was stag- 
gerin' from the house." 

Patrick explained: 

"He was fairly groggy, d'you know! He ran 
around, from rik'sha to rik'sha, askin' all the 
coolies in a heart-breakin' voice was this the 
Motomachi or the Sumiyoshi-cho? One of 'em 
told him he was on the main road to Mississippi 
Bay. With that. Spitz began to thremble, an' 
to cry out : 

" 'Patrick, Patrick, there's somethin' radical- 
ly wrong wid everythin' 1' 

" 'Faith,' I says, 'I see nothin' wrong with 
annythin'. But if you don't like it hereabouts, 
there's always the Takano-ya in the Hagoromo- 
cho.' 

" 'That's right,' he whispers, chatterin' his 
teeth an' makin' fast to me with both hands. 
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* That's right, Patrick! The Takano-ya 1 Surely 
the Takano-ya ain't gone wrong — the good ould 
Takano-ya, where I built up manny an honest 
souse in days gone by, when my poor brains 
somehow was actin' different' An' he drags me 
wid him, out o' the Sumiyoshi-cho, toward his 
regular third port o' call, in the Hagoromo- 
cho. 

"But when he sighted it there was the same 
ould clump o' rik'shas round the dure! 

"Holy! I wish you could 'a' laid eye to him 
then! Wid a whine o' despair, he takes it on the 
run for the house, never touches the piazza, an' 
bursts in, at one leap, like a wild man, on the 
Blue Ribbon Parlors, where Alonzo was polish- 
in' glasses behind the bar, an' Harah an' Chris- 
tianson were playin' checkers, an' Shorty here 
was just afther tryin' to drink another ginger- 
pop. 

" 'My game, if you don't mind,' says Harah 
to Christianson. 'An' now I'll take a little 
sarsp'rilla.' 

"Then Shorty, turnin' round an' smilin', says 
to Spitz: 

" 'Well, Nicholas,' he says, 'so you've come at 
last, ould comrade? Step up an' have a lemon- 
soda.' 
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"But Nicholas wasn't steppin' up there- 
abouts. He was beatin' it at thirty-six knots, an' 
me afther him. 

"I caught him, an' we wrastled all over the 
street. 

" *Leave go o' me,' he screams out. 

" What's wrong wid you?' I says. *Are you 
gone crazy? Does no place suit you? Where 
to now?' 

"'Back!' he bellows at me. 'Back to Nis- 
sei-rol' 

" 'Nissei-ro?' I shouts at the top o' my 
voice, for a purpose you'll understand. What 
for?' 

" Tor to find out,' he howls, 'if I'm all gone 
aloft, or not!' 

"He ripped himself loose, an' I had my work 
cut out to keep pace wid him. I was in mortal 
terror we'd be too soon — " 

Shorty confessed : 

"It was the fastest time I ever made. But we 
turned the trick — " 

"Sure," from Patrick. "When he an' I 
dashed up, the rik'shas were on hand, an' the 
front walls were slidin' together. Though it 
was Spitz's new maneuvers that gave you time to 
make all shipshape. For this trip he didn't 
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charge. He crep' up very slow an' cautious, on 
his hands an' knees, an' peeked in through a 
crack." 

"But / saw him," Shorty announced compla- 
cently. "Standin' by the bar, in my ol' pose, I 
saw his eyes, all glassy, poppin' through the 
crack. So I says, smilin' touchin'ly: 

" Well, Nicholas,' I says, *so you've come at 
last, ol' comrade?' 

"Say, it was the finish. With one horrible 
screech, he disappeared too fast for mortal foot 
to follow. So, further performance bein' quite 
unnecessary, we began legitimately to have a 
pleasant evenin'." 

Shorty, falling silent, was lost in happy retro- 
spection. Patrick, while looking down at the 
ships, sucked his teeth and nodded, absent-mind- 
edly. The fireworks were ending. 

"So you won your bet from Corporal Stahl- 
ler?" 

"Well," admitted Shorty, "no, we didn't." 

His face, however, was far from indicating 
chagrin. 

"No? Then Nicholas didn't sign the 
pledge?" 

Shorty, looking at me with a blissful smile, 
replied : 
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"Why, really, I couldn't tell you. You see, 
Nicholas never came back." 

"Never came back!" 

"Was, in other words, not seen again by the 
Service o' which he'd been so long an ornament. 
Though they do say in Yokohama, so I'm told, 
that there's a very strange sort o' guy goes 
trampin', nowadays, through Japan with a 
paint-pot, singin' hymns, an' daubin' on rocks 
such things as: Wine is a mockery,' 'Strong 
drinks are ragin'. . . .'" 

Round us began a general stir: the multitude 
on that hillside amphitheater was rising. 

"Whisht!" cried Patrick, dragging his ship- 
mate upright, "don't polish it till you break it! 
The show's over: the crowd's goin'. Come on, 
wid your late parched throat. We dare you, 
now, to find us an Alonzo." 
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AS AN AID TO CONTENTMENT 

THE night after the battleship Oklahoma 
returned from Guantanamo to New York 
I forgathered with her two rarest ornaments — 
a short seaman gunner and a long chief gunner's 
mate — in the summer garden of a little Upper 
West Side cafe. But, as they were an hour early 
at that rendezvous, when finally I had found the 
place, passed through the bar, and emerged 
amid tables set out beneath a heavenful of stars, 
it was to discover that Shorty and Patrick had 
got what they described, with unblushing self- 
satisfaction, as "the start of me." 

They had, indeed, reached that expansive 
state wherein canteen tobacco must give place to 

Havana cigars, wherein domestic beer (at re- 
collection of beverages consumed once on a time 
in foreign lands) becomes unsatisfactory, 
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wherein the mind, agitated by a vague sentimen- 
tal unrest, dreams of scenes and adventures far 
off, long done with, and, consequently, of an in- 
effable seduction. The stars reminded my two 
friends of those that light the Inland Sea; the 
breeze, flavored with dewy back-yard foliage, 
"smelled somehow like Enoshima;*' a gramo- 
phone horn a-clatter, in a nearby dwelling, with 
a fandango, recalled to them Manila. And they 
stared "vacantly," as the saying goes, into space^ 
their cigars dangling between listless fingers, 
while, at this moment of emotional defenseless- 
ness, nostalgia for the East invaded them. 

"D'you know," said big Patrick, leaning back 
slowly in his chair to an alarming creaking, and, 
with a tender look, scratching the sandy curls 
underneath his cap of a chief petty ofl5cer, 
"whilst you're there, you miss the whole of it I 
It's only afther comin' home, when there's divil 
a chance o' gettin' back, that you find out how 
good it was. Faith, the little things you appre- 
ciate too late! The dirty, rattletrap landskips 
you long to lay eye to again! The bad smells 
that you'd call perfumes to-night! Pfwhat is 
it?" he exclaimed, abruptly sitting forward and 
staring at us. "Pfwhat hocus-pocus makes it 
so?" 
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Shorty, the seaman gunner, his lean face so- 
phisticated and gently derisive — ^while that of 
Patrick, his superior in age as well as in rank, 
remained ingenuous and earnest — examined his 
cigar-end with a grimace. 

"It's natural phenomenons, Patrichio. Beer 
cuts the dust, smokin' goes good after dinner, a 
brass band playin' the Colors down makes you 
feel proud, an' the darn East sticks under your 
hide like malaria. Sometimes I don't dast stay 
where I can smell punk-sticks burnin', for fear 
I'll turn runner an' ship on some lop-ended 
tramp bound round the Horn for China." 

"An' I'll go bail," remarked Patrick, "that 
even the ould Appalachicola seemed good to 
you then." 

Shorty nodded, with a crooked smile. I 
asked: "The old monitor Appalachicola?'' 

"Sure. She was my ship, you know, before I 
got a transfer to the Oklahoma, homeward 
bound, on account o' my bad health, an' so met 
Patrick here. Our beat, on Asiatic station, was 
Canton River: but by way o' giddy recreation 
we used to lay, for choice, off Canton City. Lit- 
tle I thought, those days, that I'd ever be han- 
kerin' for that class o' scenery 1" 

"Or shipl" quoth Patrick. 
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"That's right. For of all the fat, sweaty, siz- 
zlin' specimens of a naval constructor's deliri- 
um tremens, lead me up to the Appalachicola. 

"You know the ol' monitors. A three-inch 
free-board, an' the crew stowed below gaspin' 
an' stewin', next to the fire-room an' the engines. 
The superstructure a ditty-box for size, with 
the or Man, the Executive, the wardroom, the 
sick-bay, an' the warrant officers' quarters hud- 
dled together amidships o' the two twelve-inch 
turrets. When we run into a blow, it was 
^Shake a leg, batten everythin' down, an' boil 
in your shirt': between decks, we kep' an even 
bet, were there more drops on your face or the 
cork-paint. She had lines below her armor as 
voluptuous as a pumelo; she took an every-day 
swell like a hippopotamus jumpin' a fence; an' 
if it came rough, she just lit'rally stood on her 
head an' waved her feet. Would you believe 
we numbered a hundred an' sixty enlisted men 
below, besides twenty marines? Well, she stuck 
in the Canton River spring, summer, fall, win- 
ter, an' spring, till I knew every saggy-roofed 
shanty zn^ kom-chuck thicket on the banks o' that 
charmin' sewer as far upstream as a monitor 
could ease herself. Pfahl The muddy, fishy, 
lukewarm smell o' Canton River 1 How we 
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came to hate it, us on the Appalachicola! An' 
how many of us that were there are wishin* for 
one more sniff of it to-night? 

''It's as Patrick says, for all that he never saw 
that place. 

"We had a nine, an' played the year round — 
it was too hot even in winter for football — on 
Shameen Island. We got up a squeegee band 
that would have excused you for puUin' a gun 
on us in civilized parts. The bare rememberin' 
of our minstrel shows makes my two ears burn. 

"You see, we did what we could to forget 
where we were, an' for how long. But the 
ongweel Up Canton River, with mud-hooks 
out by the month, there's no slammin' the door 
on that I 

"The skipper — a commander then, though 
he's got his four stripes now — ^was a prince. To 
make his crew contented an' happy, he'd gladly 
'a' busted himself wide open. But it's a prob- 
lem, cookin' up what the department likes to 
call 'Aids to the Contentment o' the Enlisted 
Man.' . . ." 

"Ahal" ejaculated Patrick, with a great ex- 
udation of smoke. "I see your course! O'Mal- 
ly's expedition, hey?" 

"A yarn?" I inquired. 
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Shorty closed one eye, the better to rediscover 
the waiter. 

"Did I ever fail you?" he asked, benevolently. 

"The pirates started it," he reflected. "The 
low-lived, knife-in-the-back, dodge-an'-vanish, 
river pirates, with their slack-seated breeches, 
an' their decol-tay stummicks, an' their rat-tail 
cues rolled up on their heads like a flemish. 
You know 'em — the little fellas that the English 
had in mind when they fitted out the Hongkong- 
Canton passenger boats with rifle racks. A 
cloudy night's their tactics: a broken-backed 
junk, with a deef an' dumb helmsman, driftin' 
across your bows; a quick scramble up your 
sides the minute the moon goes in; an' a life-size 
rough-house, right away, all over your deck. 

"When iheAppalachicola lay off Canton City, 
the Number One pirate thereabouts was a Mr. 
Foon Poo : an' if any one, from Hongkong Har- 
bor to the headwaters o' the Canton River, had 
anythin' on our Mr. Poo for downright, ornery, 
mean actin', it wasn't brought to light. For 
months on end, this here character carved his 
monograms onto native crews, burnt junks, 
swiped property of all kinds, an' generally 
nursed up his reputation. All o' which might 
'a' gone on indefinitely, I reckon, for all us ; ex- 
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cept that one night, about twenty miles upriver, 
Mr. Poo, feelin* quite cosmopolitan, took an' 
made gashes all over an engineer from Indiana, 
U. S. A., who was workin' on a light-draft 
freight boat for the Hangkow Railway folks, 
an' who tried to kick a mob o' high-strung 
strangers out of his engine-room when they 
rushed it. 

"The Indiana guy trickled back to Shameen 
Island with nine fingers an' about a pint o' blood 
left to him, but roarin' like a fog-siren for his 
constitutional rights. I think the Ol' Man could 
'a' kissed him. 

" *At last, thank Heavens I' says the Ol' Man, 
back in his stateroom, huggin' the Executive — 
a two-striper — round the neck, while a marine 
ord'ly peeked in at the door unbeknownst. *At 
last,' he says, *an American citizen has had the 
kindness,' he says, *to get himself chopped up 
by these rapscallions 1 Oh, joy,' says he, roUin' 
up his eyes, Ve cease to stagnate! Oh, bliss! 
Excitement for officers an' crew I' An' the Ol' 
Man an' the Executive near come to blows 
about who should sign the chit for a pint bottle 
o' champagne. Which they drunk standin' — 
while the wardroom boy watched 'em, waterin' 
at the mouth — to the obligin' engineer from In- 
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diana. You needn't stare. A year o' livin' on a 
monitor up Canton River gives everythin' a sort 
o' family tone. If it didn't fall out so, there'd 
be more madhouses afloat than are. 

"They called the navigator, rattled the charts, 
an' sat in to a council o' war. It wasn't any 
cinch. 

"You've seen a chunk of earth, baked hard in 
the sun, an' full o' criss-cross cracks runnin' into 
each other everywheres? That's the land round 
Canton, the cracks bein' the branches o' the 
Canton an' Tunk Kiang Rivers, where you'd 
guess a junk, with masts down, could hide her- 
self forever. 

" *It's a game of I Spy that we're in for,' says 
the Ol' Man, pullin' hard at his nose. *A job 
for say fifty men in whaleboats, a towin' job — an^ 
us with an ailin' boiler to our steam-cutter I We 
shall have to borrow oflF the English, that's all 1' 

"So he goes downstream six cable len'ths, an' 
calls on the British gunboat Naiad — one of the 
Manad class, built special for river service — an' 
asked the underhand loan o' their lanch. When 
the Englishmen learned what for, they like to 
broke down an' cried with envy. 

" 'You're the lucky shipl' says their skipper, 
shakin' his fist at the Ol' Man. What wouldn't 
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I give for harm to come that way to a British 
subject, an' us groanin' here in the doldrums! 
Ah me, to empty just a hopperful out of a 
quick-fire gun into a junk, or to blow off a roof 
or two with the teeniest, weeniest shell, or any- 
thin' else to liven up my poor boysl But here 
we must sit, eatin' out our hearts. Take the 
lanch, sir,' he says, jumpin' up, an' wavin' his 
arms, *an' I hope you choke 1' 

" *Howsomever,' says the Ol' Man to the Ex- 
ecutive, on boardin' the Appalachicola again, 
'before startin' anythin', we must go through the 
f ollowin' polite motions 1' An' he sends a formal 
complaint to the Viceroy, requestin' the punish- 
ment, right off, of a Mr. F. Poo, address not 
got. 

"The answer came back directly that the 
Viceroy was away takin' a little vacation for 
liis health. 

it ^'On receivin' which, at sunset, the Ol' Man, 
rstandin' on the quarterdeck with his legs sprad- 
dled out, gazin' dreamily over Canton City to- 
ward the Wall Pagoda, far off an' misty an' sort 
o' purple against a pinkish sky, he licked his 

lips. 

" Two thousand pounds for twelve hours,' he 
murmurs to himself, 4s twelve thousand for six 
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days runnin', in sacks, banked round the lanch 
deck, or in the coxswain's box, or the towin'- 
boats, or wherever I darn please. Twelve thou- 
sand pounds o' fine coal, an' fresh water as nec- 
essary, without the need of any filter whatever. 
Nine knots, alone or towin' — h'ml In the given 
time, I'll have the backwaters o' this district 
scraped till not a bullfrog could get byl What 
caliber's that gun on the Naiades lanch again? 
Break out some one-pound shells, Mr. Stilley, 
an' call the armorer.' 

"The word came flyin' down the hatch, an' 
the crew stood on their head. It was a powder 
an' ball expedition at last! 

"The noise below was fierce: a hundred an' 
sixty sailormen arguin' who'd be picked, an' 
ready to chew the ear off the twenty marines — 
they bein' bound to go, one an' all, whatever 
happened. Me an' a machinist named Gannis 
were the only ones left with common sense. 

" Tor the love o' Mike,' says Gannis, 'get 
wise to yourselves 1 Besides the Leathernecks, 
there's no more than thirty o' you can get off, 
an' those'U be the good-conduct men.' 

" *He'd ought to send us all,' whines one 
chicken, 4f he has a spark o' red blood in his 



carcass.' 
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"A second lieutenant, O'Mally by name, pass-kj / 
in' by with the armorer, stopped an' gave ear. ^v j- 

" *It seems to me,' says he, tryin to keep his ^ ji 
face straight, 'that you're makin' a joke o' seri- 1^ 
ous matters.' ^ 

"Right off, I knew by his eye that he was go- 
in'. An' I says to myself that he'd have to take 
me too. 

" *Why, sir,' I answered, lookin' up at him 
like a babe in arms, 'I'm very glad that it's Poo 
we're after; for somehow, the minute I saw him 
I took a dislike to him, as you might say, in- 
stinctifly.' 

"'The minute you saw himl' cried out the 
second lieutenant. 

" 'Yes, sir,' I says. 'You see, sir, one evenin's 
liberty, not long ago, I was promenadin' the 
river in Chinee Sarah's sampan, round an' round 
the Fat Shan Flower-boats, a-wonderin' what in 
the world they might be. An' all at once, a 
mean-lookin' Chink in another sampan drifts 
by. An' Sarah stopped rowin' her boat. An' 
she says to me, with a wink an' a nod, says she : 
"Hi-ahl See-um Foon Poo?" His night off, 
too, I suppose, sir.' 

" 'Well, well,' says Second Lieutenant O'Mal- 
ly, 'why wasn't this made known?' 
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" *Was it that important, sir?' I stammers. 

" 'Importantl Why, it's not hit or miss any 
more: you're the means of identification! I'll 
have you for deckhand in the lanch, as close by 
as possible.' Afterward, the rest, out o' spite, 
fell on me, with a yell o' ^Snake in the grass 1' 
an' hammered me half to death. But me? I'd 
'a' taken twice the poundin'. My name was 
downl 

"Next mornin', before sun-up we turned into 
gaiters an' belts, strung three towin'-boats to the 
Naiad's lanch, an' sneaked upstream, fifty-odd 
strong, with me paradin' the lanch deck, bare- 
foot, armed with a boat pole to fend off sleep- 
walkin' sampans, an' Gannis runnin' the engine, 
an', back in the after-quarters, Mr. O'Mally 
commandin'. 

"We ch'ugged all day, explorin' the turnin's 
an' twistin's o' the Canton River through the 
Tunk Kiang district. At night we pounded our 
ear on the bank in shelter-tents, with sentries 
out, an' a boat patrolin' the stream. At reveille 
we went to work again, with one eye on the chart 
an' the other roamin' wide. Mud flats, bamboo 
dog-houses fallin' apart I We passed gay Shak- 
lung, an' an equally smelly pile o' sheds called 
Tet-kong, an' three trees an' a packin'-box en- 
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tided Po-lo. All the craft we'd met, so far, was 
some little, half-decked scows full o' mud-fish, 
or frowsy sampans, or dead dogs floatin' down- 
stream. 

"Then, two miles or so past Po-lo, while doz- 
in' along in a disgusted way, at 'slow,' I sighted 
the nakid mast of a junk, just disappearin' round 
a mud-bank ahead. Rope-pulled, I reckon. 

" 'Sail hoi' I sung out from the bow. 

"The coxswain's box o' the lanch an' the three 
towin'-boats woke up with a clatter of rifles. 
Mr. O'Mally, bouncin' off his cushions an' 
hitchin' his holster f or'd, shouts : 

" 'Full speed ahead, engineer 1 Man the bow- 
gun 1 Strip the canopy, you deckhands, till we 
get a good lookl' 

"Gannis — poor lobster, he had enough bully- 
raggin' then, so I'll be easy on him at this late 
day — Gannis, he lost his head. You see, he 
came to so sudden, an' he was so anxious to 
oblige every one an' give chase without a sec- 
ond's delay, that he snatched the throttle open 
without relievin' the steam-cock. Could you 
beat it? Right off, o' course, the steam, goin' 
into the piston slam-bang, took it out on the 
crank-shaft. Zowiel The Naiad's nice, shiny 
lanch, which we'd borrowed against the regula- 
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tions of every civilized power, she stopped right 
there, with a sickenin' crash, an' was counted 
out." 

Patrick groaned for my benefit. 

"A broken crankshaft, y' understand," he ex- 
plained, "an' a tool-chist at hand the size of a 
shoe-box I" 

"Tool-chestI" cried Shorty. "Huhl A 
Hongkong machine shop for hers, prompt on 
our glad return. 

"Meanwhile, however, there she lay, flat on 
her back, with the whole flotilla driftin' to- 
gether an' rubbin' paint, an' our prey escapin'. 
Yes, indeed : let joy be unconfined 1 

"Gannis, with a heartrenderin' moan, he 
slung himself down on the cockpit plates, an' 
wrapped both arms round his ears, to shut out 
the general conversation. But Mr. O'Mally 
catches hold o' the nearest towin'-boat an' vaults 
into the sheets of it. 

" *Out oars!' he bellows. ^Each boat for her- 
self! The lanch stays. Nelson in command, 
with the deck-hands, four o' you men in the cox- 
swain's box, an' the engineer's gang/ says he, 
with a turrible look at Gannis, *on guard. The 
rest follow me fast. A quick stroke, now, an* 
a strong one!' An' while I'm sayin' it, there 
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went the three boats streakin' upstream like so f 
many water-bugs, an' the nine of us that were; 
left in the lanch gapin' after 'em. 

"They rounded the mud-bank. We listened 
hard, but never a shot. All the same, they didn't 
come back. So we turned our attention to 
Gannis. 

" 'Since I'm in command here,' says Nelson, 
a tremenjous Swede with a face like a wash- 
board — a chief petty officer bearin' four hash- 
marks on his sleeve — *I hereby suspend those 
regulations,' says he, climbin' round the fire- 
box like a gorilla, 'such as appertain to the beat- 
in' up o' shipmates. Leave me at him first, for 
just one good wallop.' 

"Gannis, he stayed on his back an' brandished 
his heels. 

"'I'll complain r he screams. 'You'll all be 
reduced 1 I'll make a beef to the skipper I Blub 
— blub — bluhl' he adds, comin' up in mid- 
stream, where we'd heaved him, an' dodgin' a 
volley o' coal. 'Bear a hand, mates: you know 
I can't swim.' 

" 'Prove it,' says Nelson. 

"So Gannis proved it for us by sinkin' three 
times. It was I an' Nelson brought him up 
off the bottom. When we'd emptied him out 
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— ^you can tell your doctor that the youman 
stummick holds five gallons easy — we decided 
the crank-shaft was nearly paid for. 

"But all that while the lanch was floatin' 
downstream. We looked round for still water 
to moor her in. What we found was a 
creek. 

"Yes, sir, to the lastin' shame o' Mr. O'Mal- 
ly's eyesight, we found, meanderin' into the 
channel, a creek that I can show you on any ol' 
map to this day, an' yet that we'd passed over. 
To be sure, from in front, with marsh grass 
round it, an' set back as it was in the tail o' what 
looked like a swamp, it seemed hardly more'n 
an irrigation ditch. But come at it sideways, 
an' quite a neat little waterway spread out. In 
we poled, an' made fast, an' stretched ourselves, 
an' lighted up, with one ear cocked for the 
boats. 

"The sun was settin'. The low land back o' 
the river, on both sides, was lighted up with it, 
till you'd 'a' said the dry grass an' the kom- 
chuck clumps were all afire for miles. An' the 
sky I Pink an' ras'berry an' gold an' green I 
An' the still air, with all at once a little bird 
twirtlin'l Those are the times you say to your- 
self, musin'ly like, with hollow feelin's inside: 
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'Ain't it big an' quiet an' clean round about| after 
all ! A sight too good for you, you mutt . . .' 

" 'I wonder,' blurts out Nelson, in his bull's 
voice, 'what's the source o' this stinkin' creek?' 

" 'There's just such a thread o' water,' says I, 
wakin' up, 'about this far above Po-lo on the 
chart. It ends in a lake, or pond, or swamp, or 
somethin' o' that appearance on paper.' 

"With a boat pole I sounded for bottom, close 
to the bank. 

" 'Holy Mackerel 1' I says. 'The Naiad could 
pass up this waterway as well as her lanch — not 
to mention a junk I' 

"They all sat straight. 

'"Watch that article floatin' downl' pipes 
some one. 

"What he'd spied came bobbin' along. We 
fished it out. It was a little white jar made o' 
clay, empty, but givin' off a rich, beery smell — 
a jar for hok-shu, the best Chinese wine. Hok- 
shu, you know, ain't drunk by the rag-tail vil- 
lagers o' the Tunk Kiang district I 

"Nelson went on tiptoe along the deck to the 
coxswain's box, to arm himself, an' motioned us 
to do likewise. 

" 'The guard an' the deckhands,' says he, in 
a rattlin' whisper, 'makin' a force o' seven, will 
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investigate these here matters to the full. Gan- 
nis an' his coal-passer'll mind the lanch.' 

"'Neverl' shouts Gannis. 

" *Can that noise I Ain't you got the one- 
pounder?' 

" *It's not that,' says Gannis, implorin'ly. *I 
want to retrieve myself. I want to get into this 
muss with both feet. I want to kill a Chink an* 
have it to say.' 

" *You engine-buster I' says Nelson. *It's your 
additional punishment that you shan't kill any 
one at all, this day, whatsoever.' 

"So, leavin' Gannis an' the fireman there in 
the twilight, we get ashore with our rifles, an* 
go slippin' along beside the creek, from hum- 
mick to hummick. < 

"It was more of a job than we'd looked for. 
Night came on; the stars twinkled; the frogs 
croaked, an' Nelson fell into a ditch among a 
lot o' ducks; an', believe me, the ducks were calm 
an' collected alongside o' Nelson. By an' by the 
moon rose. An' at last the creek widened out. An* 
there, on the bosom of a big piece o' water, floats 
a junk, a two-master, fat an' sassy an' scandal- 
ously got up, her porthole shutters glitterin' in 
the moonlight with gilded dragons, an' a slew 
o' colored lanterns bobbin' abaft, an' music tink- 
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lin'. For the rewards o' the wicked, what d'you 
know about that? 

No time was lost. We just fixed bayonets, 
waded out, swum where we had to, an' boarded 
her by the bow. One yell, an' a scramblin' rush 
down the deck, did the trick. I think every 
Chink that she carried lost his nerve alto- 
gether. 

"We prodded 'em aft, squealin' an' jostlin', 
till we packed the deckhouse with 'em. An' 
what a deckhouse I Carved window-screens, red 
draperies, teakwood mess-gear I Not to mention 
hok'shu jars, wilted pond-lilies, crooked-necked 
banjos, an' opium layouts everywhere. The air 
was sickenin' — full o' hop-smoke an' incense. A 
paper lantern caught fire an' dropped on a big, 
burly Chink in a blue silk nightgown, like, who 
tried, right off, to make a getaway through one 
o' the windows. Six rifle-butts took him simul- 
taneous where it ud do most good, an' we jerked 
him back in our midst without an argument. 
That settled the insubordination. 

" 'Mates,' says Nelson, puttin' up his Colt's, 
an' grinnin' all over his face, 'there's nothin' to 
it. When we round up this mob off Shameen 
Island, the Viceroy's big-sword man'll get exe- 
cutioner's cramp. Only I hate to share it with 
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any second lieutenant. It ain't fair. We ought 
to bring in the prize ourselves.' 

" Why, then,' I says, * what's to hinder? The 
boats haven't come back, an' we can't go after 
'em. All we can do is wait hereabouts, or work 
this junk an' the lanch downstream. An' that's 
the safest course, with five, ten, fifteen, sixteen, 
seventeen villainous cutthroats to keep in line.' 

"Nelson gives our prisoners a careful look- 
over an' heaves a sigh. 

" ^Villainous cutthroats no doubt they are, 
Shorty,' says he, *but there's not one of 'em, right 
at this minute, that ud scare so much as a berth- 
deck cook. Frankly speakin', if these are first- 
class pirates, I'm disappointed. I anticipated 
havin' my blood all curdled at the bare sight 
of 'em.' 

" The Oriental native. Nelson,' says I, takin' 
a fidgety little Chink with purple petticoats; an' 
slammin' him back in the bunch, *is truly de- 
ceptif. It's the innocent-lookin' ones you don't 
want to stop watchin' with both eyes, not for a 
second. Now this here Foon Poo, as I take him 
to be from his togs,' I says, jabbin' my bayonet 
at the big fat one in blue who'd tried to go 
through the window, *he has a face. Nelson, 
which, while round an' shiny an' soft as a pud- 
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din', to a man o' the world, like me, looks per- 
feckly hellish. There's an ol' guy, if you want 
my opinion, who'd hook your last cigarette- 
paper an' crack a joke about it.' 

"Ttuiel' says Nelson. *Let's clap the hatch 
on the half of 'em, without more delay, an' put 
the remainder ashore at the end of a tow-rope I' 
Which we did. So they warped us down the 
creek in the moonlight, under our rifles, an' 
tremblin' for their skins, till we drew near the 
lanch. Gannis an' his fireman, at the sight of 
us, gave over slappin' mosquitoes, an' waltzed 
round the cockpit together, whoopin' for 
joy. 

"We took the lanch astern, squeezed out into 
the river, put all Chinks under hatches, an' 
slipped downstream — ^me at the long oar rud- 
der. Nelson up in the bow by the joss, an' the 
rest patrollin' the deck. 

"One o' those calm, bright nights that you 
never get outside the East: now an' then a rip- 
ple; perhaps a duck wakin' up in the water- 
grass an' grumblin' under his breath — quawk, 
quawk. The moonshine slid over the river an' 
played on the deckhouse; an' little Shorty, 
watchin' the deckhouse, he brought to mind all 
those jars o' hok-shu strewed round about, inside. 
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So I called a friend to spell me at mindin' the 
rudder-pole. 

^^Sake Vm fairly familiar with, an' mirin an' 
sho'chu, not to mention the arrack you get round 
Ilo-Ilo, an' a very spectacular brand o' Tine Ol' 
Scotch,' from Germany, that hits you alongside 
the head like a crowbar, down Singapore way. 
But oh, you hok'shu/ A few snifters o' that, an' 
I was ready to roll out on deck an* pull up both 
masts by the roots. 

"I hunted all over for Nelson. 

" *Nelson,' I says, smackin' my lips, 'I've been 
ponderin' some about these pirates below, the 
way they've gone on this long time, killin' an' 
swipin' an' drinkin' an' fittin' out this junk like 
I don't know what, with their ill-gotten gains. 
An' d'you know, I've come to the conclusion 
that beheadin's too good for 'em. They'd all 
ought to have a good kick up in the coat- 
tails r 

"ThewT cried out Nelson, backin' away. 
^Shorty, you've been an' half-stewed yourself, 
an' you on duty I Now what if I did what I 
should, accordin' to regulations?' 

" *I don't know anythin' about that. Nelson, 
you ol' Siamese twin,' I says. *But I've come to 
you, my superior officer, for permission to get 
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down into the hold o' this high-tailed bumboat 
with a lantern, an' put the boots, good an' hard, 
to the whole seventeen of 'em. It'd be an act o' 
justice.' 

"Instead o' replyin', he rubbered aft, where 
he saw a sailorman — the one I'd left at the rud- 
der-pole — slink out o' the deckhouse, jump into 
the air, an' turn three cartwheels. Nelson gal- 
loped back to Invcatigatc. 

"Say, the thought had circulated surprisin'ly: 
there wasn't but just one jar o' the darn stuff 
left. Nelson captured it, uncorked it, an' held 
it off from him, with a horrified face, like he 
had a snake by the neck. 

^* What is there so inseductious,' he asks him- 
self, glarin' at it, *about this pisen?' Crookin' 
his arm, very cautious, he pretends to smell it, 
all the time drawin' back his head in jerks. 
Then, as if more'n reluctant, he tastes it, an' 
gags. Next, to give it an honest trial, he takes 
a good swig. Whereon he turns the jug upside 
down on the bridge of his nose. After which he 
pegs it with all his might against the mast^ 
where it smashes in bits, like a shell. 

" *Let me catch any man on this ship so much 
as eyin' such truck,' he roars, *an' I'll bite the 
nose off him with the greatest o' pleasure I' 

[226] 



AN AID TO CONTENTMENT 

"His remarks, however, were super/?ttous. It 
was already distributed. 

"I can't tell you exactly what didn't happen 
that night. I know we had the hatch off, an' 
some one got down in the bilge with a lantern, 
an' the big fat Chink in the blue silk nightgown 
objected to takin' his share — so I taught him, 
free gratis, the corkscrew punch, the left hook 
to the chin, an' a kidney wallop quite useful in 
clinches. The junk ran aground three times; 
an' three times we herded the pirates ashore, 
with ropes, to drag her off. I recollect, just be- 
fore daybreak, while passin' through Po-lo, a 
crowd came down on the bank, hammerin' 
gongs an' wigwaggin' with flags, till they saw 
us, all over the deck with our rifles. Away went 
the gongs, an' up flew their skirts, an' they beat 
it, full speed, out o' sight. Some time after, in 
the half-light, we made out a man on a woolly 
pony, flyin' across the flats. 

"Between Tet-kong an' Shak-lung we were 
fired on twice from ambush. . . . 

"It's funny I Although the sun rose balmy an' 
bright, there settled down on us, gradu'lly, an 
awful feelin', somethin' far beyond headaches 
an' dark-brown S3rmptoms, somethin' worse than 
remorse — a kind o' sensation that can't be ex- 
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plained at all, as if a voice was tryin' to whisper, 
over an' over, into our ear : ^You're in bad. . . . 
You're in bad. . . / 

"I couldn't keep away from the deckhouse: 
the way it was fixed up began to frighten me. I 
felt the curtains, an' rubbed my thumb on the 
teakwood tables, an' hefted the silver opium- 
pots, an' smelt o' the pipes. 

"To Nelson I says : 

" *It's curious, Nelson, how rich these mutts 
lived, up there in the backwoods. Everythin* 
for pleasure, you might as well say, an' nothin' 
practical. One'd think a picnic party ud be fit- 
ted out this way far oftener than a pirate crew.' 

"Nelson looked a trifle more off his feed than 
before. 

" What I'm worryin' about,' says Gannis's 
fireman, plaintifly, *is Mr. O'Mally. What's 
become o' him? Should we 'a' waited for his 
return? Ain't we acted contrary to orders? 
Like as not we'll all be court-martialed I' 

" *But the prize I' cries another. 'That'll clear 
us of everythin'l' 

"Nelson, givin' him a hollow look, walks 
for'd. 

" 'If, indeed,' says he, with a groan, 'that's 
what she turns out to be, young fella.' 
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"Toward noon we drew near to Canton City. 

"Right off, I noticed what the Hongkong 
'Times' ud call 'unwonted activities.' The 
water was crowded with sampans; folks ran 
along both banks, flappin' their arms; an' ahead, 
in the mess o' boat-covers an' straw umbrella- 
hats, we spied a patch o' white — a bargeful from 
the Appalachicola, rowin' fast. 'Shorty,' says I 
to myself, 'is this merely the conquerin' hero 
thing, or somethin' different?' I, for one, got 
quite faint an' sickish. 

"The Appalachicola^ s barge drew alongside. 
A One-striper, risin' up in the sheets^ calls out, 
as short as pie-crust: 

" 'Where's Mr. O'Mally an' the rest?' 

"Nelson, leanin' over the side, in a small 
weak voice starts to talk. Says the One-striper: 

" 'The whole of you consider yourselves in 
custody I' 

"An', fixin' us with a ferocious eye : 

" 'You jackasses, where have you put the 
Viceroy?' " 

"The Viceroy I" 

Shorty rolled and lighted a cigarette before 
explaining: 

"You see, it was no end of a political hash in 
China that year. The Boxer troubles half boil- 
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in' over, the Dowager Empress backin' an' fill- 
in' an' all the mandarins plottin' in corners. A 
collection of 'em, as it turned out, had left home 
here an' there on various bluffs, an' sneaked up 
the Tunk Kiang for a powwow where least 
likely to be disturbed. It was the Viceroy's 
yacht we'd brought in. We'd clapped the cream 
o' the Canton Province under hatches among 
their soldiers an' slaves an' parasol-boys. An* 
the Viceroy was the big fat Chink in the blue 
silk nightgown. 

"There's nothin' to laugh at. I'm tellin' the 
truth — if the Boxer war hadn't broke loose right 
after, there'd 'a' been damages asked in Wash- 
ington, D. C, for that. As it was, I think our 
whole bunch o' pirates, so called, lost their face 
forever. I know the Viceroy, for one, retired 
that year. 

"But before doin' so, take it from me, blood 
was what he wanted in generous portions, an* 
right away. For the rest of our little party, 
he'd be satisfied with hangin'; but for Shorty, 
who'd taught him the corkscrew punch an' the 
kidney wallop, he wanted trimmin's. So the 
Ol' Man had to promise him yes indeed: an', in 
consequence, I was forced to stay between 
decks for the most of a month, while the news 
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was spread that I'd been parboiled in oil an' 
skinned. 

"The punishments? A mere nothin', consid- 
ering. The or Man knew in his heart we'd 
meant well. Besides, Mr. O'Mally had got the 
genuwine buccaneer, an' fifty-odd friends — bay- 
onets against swords, with but three enlisted 
men so much as scratched. So the ongwee was 
broken all ways. Good aids to contentment, 
Foon Poo an' his understudy I" 

Shorty gazed up wistfully at the stars. 

"What d'you know about this here Halley's 
comet?" he inquired, suddenly. "Is it liable to 
sidewipe us this time? To put one over on us 
in this self-same cafe any minute — an' us with 
empty glasses on the table? Gee I That'd be 
the crownin' tragedy, wouldn't it?" 

"Waitherl" called Patrick, with a soft 
chuckle. 

"Right — o, Patricio I Make mine the samel" 
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THE GLAD-HAPPY JOSS 

SHORTY and Patrick— both, nowadays, 
chief petty officers in high esteem aboard 
the battleship Oklahoma — were dining with me, 
on a summer night not long ago, beneath some 
lantern-spangled trees, to the music of a Ger- 
man band, in Coney Island. An hour since, 
while making a Trip Through the Infernal Re- 
gions, we had met and shaken by the hand Beel- 
zebub himself: in consequence, perhaps, our 
dinner conversation brought us, after a piquant 
discussion of devils in good standing the world 
over, to a yarn new to me, a yarn of unregen- 
erate days and lands shaped as if expressly for 
incredible behavior, a ten-year-old yarn, in fine, 
dealing with some apposite deviltry of my two 
friends' manufacture. Shorty it was, as usual, 
who wagged tongue for the most part, tilting 
back in his chair against a tree-trunk, squinting 
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at us through the cigar smoke, and, in the down- 
striking, variegated lantern light, making with 
his lean face all manner of pat grimaces. In- 
deed, with the telling and the hearing of that 
tale we three shook off some years, forgot chief 
petty officers' uniforms and the shaping ends of 
serious ambitions, ceased to think of what the 
pale city excursionists round us would say to 
vehemently enacted pantomime,^ returned to the 
time when we had first foregathered — in Coney 
Island and on just such a night — all young, all 
heedless if malice put a sting in mirth, no doubt 
all capable of performing and relishing to the 
full such antics as Shorty now rehearsed. 

"Chinese devils," said he, nodding earnestly, 
"have their rights, too, like every one else, an' 
touchy's no name for 'em. Also, once they get 
sore on you, they're perhaps the most difficult 
class of all to shake. Only three things, as ever 
I heard, do any good breakin' the holt of a Chi- 
nese devil enjoyin' his usual health — to wit, 
punk sticks, prayer papers, an' gongs. Poor Mr. 
Mince I I doubt he'd so much as heard tell o' 
the punk an' paper antidote. An' as for gongs, 
if ever he'd started beatin' them up an' down 
the Oklahoma, ten seconds flat ud prob'ly *a* 
seen him supine, as the sayin' goes, lashed fast 
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to his bunk an' full to the ears with bromides. 
As it was, I think if a general vote had been 
asked, from the Skipper down, he wouldn't 'a' 
missed that fate by much majority — after we got 
done with him. . . ." 

" Wei' grunted big Patrick, exuding Vuelta 
Abajo tobacco smoke luxuriously. "To my last- 
in' credit, small part I had in concoctin' that 
particular misbehavior. Faith, it's a thrue 
enough sayin': ould age brings charity! At 
thirty-four, now, I'm near sorry for Mr. Mince, 
as I remember his finish." 

"An officer?" 

"Our Paymaster in the Far East," replied 
Shorty. "An', like every other long-legged, 
pigeon-breasted, solemn, shad-faced, four-eyed 
son-of-a-gun of a — " 

"Whist I" interjected Patrick, drowsily. 
"He's faded out o' the Service these five years 
now: don't dance on his grave." 

" — an', like every other what-d'you-call'em, 
then, o' that description, he had his hobby. 
Which was pinchin' an' scrapin', at the enlisted 
man's stummick's expense. Or, to be quite plain 
— as the Duke o' Wellin'ton says while removin' 
his teeth for the night — Mr. Mince had doped 
out a theory that innum'rable kings' ransoms, so 
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to speak, could be saved to the Navy Depart- 
ment in rations without a crew gettin' next. So, 
out Hongkong way, while the Skipper was 
down with a Canton River fever an' not any too 
compos mentis, our Paymaster wheedles permis- 
sion to try his schemes on us for two months. 
Believe me, after four weeks of it, if he'd 'a' fell 
overboard by any misfortune, the whole gun- 
deck would 'a' dived after him — to hold his 
head under water. 

"They chewed it out fine between decks, an' 
I was consulted. The best I could think of, just 
then, was to scratch off some kind of a delicate 
hint an' plaster it up on the gundeck scuttle- 
butt. I did so — a poem, quite a neat little 
wheeze with a sort o' comic-valentine smack, en- 
titled 'The Belly-robber.' 

"He fell for it, all right enough, while passin' 
by to the office, just before a Jimmy Legs come 
with a great show o' haste an' tore it down. But 
would you believe me, thenceforth the chow 
was still worse if possible, as you might say out 
o' pure spite I Or at least so the gundeck 
thought. In fact, gettm' together about it, they 
even laid a specially nauzeous week — slum 
every day, an' boiled wireless five times in place 
of a vegetable — to Shorty's poem I 

[235] 



SHORTY AND PATRICK 

"I remember it was J. Gatsch (he got his Big 
Ticket three years ago) who spread that suspi- 
cion on me, havin' never been quite the same 
since one moonlight night in Kobe, when I 
matched him, to see who'd pay for a sake din- 
ner, dancin' included, with an ol'-fashioned Jap 
coin that was both sides tails. A grand liar, 
Gatsch, for all his faults, an' as I'll admit, poor 
friend though he turned out then, as shockin'ly 
profane a young man as you'd wish to listen to. 
Consequently, he never lacked for an audience; 
an' the chorus of all his kicks was that my little 
persiflage on the scuttle-butt had hogged every 
hope till the Ol' Man found his legs again. 
Half the rookies, square-heads, an' peanut- 
minded ship's lawyers on board begun to harken 
to Gatsch: some of 'em actu'lly got to comin' 
around, after gaggin' down one o' Mr. M.'s ex- 
perimentary meals, to glare at me. 'Shorty,* 
says I in private, 'from hard looks these here 
dyspeptics'll soon pass on to actions.' As you 
know, I was ruther young then myself, an' new 
to the ship. Indeed the whole contraytong made 
me feel so blue, I just natur'Uy went on the 
beach to get fried. 

"It was Hongkong in May: barebacked cool- 
ies an' hop-smoke, flowers an' stale fishj chloride 
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o' lime an' sandalwood — ^you know the smell o' 
those alleys. Toward the end o' Queen's Road, 
across from the market, up two long flights — ' 
there's Low Guie's! Don't place it, do you? 
That's just as well : it's only another mean little, 
dirty, good-for-nothin' dump you'd get home- 
sick for, some night, without knowin' why. 

"Under the busted slat-shutters, close to the 
sill, lays Shorty, sippin' Bud, consumin' a duty- 
free seegar, blinkin' back into the room — all 
darkish an' twiddly with plate-glass dangles an' 
bead lamp-fringes — ^where ol' Low Guie was 
shakin' up bamboo cocktails for Patrick an' 
Harah. 'Twas along toward evenin'; the town 
had sort o' wore itself out with screamin' an' 
clatt'rin'; an' now the air was so quiet you could 
hear the little Chink women's slipper-soles scuf- 
flin' as they streaked it home from the market 
with a red string o' fish-guts danglin' at the end 
of a stick. . . . 

"By an' by — because o' the heat off the street, 
no doubt; or, at least, let's say the extra-rich 
seegar — ol' Low Guie, an' Patrick, an' H^rah, 
an' all the plate-glass dangles begun to move 
round an' round, till I couldn't bear to look at 
'em any longer. So, layin' face down, half over 
the sill, an' watchin' the pavement heave an' 
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shift like the Rollin' Forties, I planned it all out 
— how I was goin' to make fast Mr. Mince an' 
the gundeck cook, neck an' neck, an' very grad- 
u'lly boil 'em alive in a kettle o' slum. In no 
time it seemed quite real to me: with the heat 
risin' up in my face, I decided the slum was hot 
enough even for Mr. M. So I begun to beat 
on the wood with my bottle, an' bawl out, *Come 
up, Mince, you louse, an' take your med'cinel' 
Patrick an' Harah, droppin' a couple o' cold 
hands, dragged me back into the room: Low 
Guie squirted a siphon against my head: an' I 
lay me down on the sill to cough, whilst seltzer 
dripped over the shutters o' the Ol' England 
Manicure Parlors, one flight below, an' a voice 
floats up from the street: 

"That's curious, now! I thought I heard 
some one callin' my name.' 

"Well, sir, it was Mr. Mince himself! He 
seemed quite flushed an' impudent an' full o' 
Frenchiefied cookin' ; he was smokin' somethin' 
that looked like a nightstick, such as you prob'ly 
get in the Hongkong Hotel when you ask for an 
after-dinner size — the darn thief in the galley 1 
'His two arms were full o' parcels. Chink curios, 
by their shape: all trash with the paint hardly 
dry, pretendin' to be antiques, from Queen's 
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Road. An' with him (or else they'd just met) 
was an Ensign. 

'*They rubbered up the street, an' they rub- 
bered down; but little Shorty the foe lay snug 
overhead, with a drop o' seltzer tremblin' on the 
tip-end of his nose, an' his eye to a crack in the 
shutters. Whereon, they gave up rubberin' an' 
commenced to argue — each havin' the teeniest 
edge of a souse — ^which way they'd go next. 

"The Ensign held out for more, with cracked 
ice an' straws an' all the fruits o' the season : 
Mr. Mince, to show you what kind of an onion 
he was, in the face o' that he begun to whine 
about gettin' aboard. From words they soon 
come to jiu jits\' the Ensign got Mince round 
the neck an' spilled all his parcels onto the 
ground. With that, Mr. M., lettin' loose a 
heart- renderin' cry, wails out: 

" ^Holy Mackerel I Is it broke?' 

"An' tearin' the wrappin'-paper off o' one 
package, he flashes a little, brown an' blue, 
earthenware joss, pot-bellied an' pop-eyed, with 
long black whiskers an' eyebrows, sittin' bow- 
legged, an' wearin' a grin like the berth-deck cat 
when you tickle his ears. 

"Mr. Mince explains to the Ensign how he'd 
happened on this by the barest luck, how the 
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Chink shopkeeper had only sold it so cheap be- 
cause he was gettin' too scared to keep it around, 
in fact, how it had been swiped out o' some big 
temple up country, an' must be old as the 
hills. In my mind's eye I could just see that 
Queen's Road pirate shootin' the bull point- 
blank across the counter, an' Mr. M., mind you, 
fallin' for it to the extent o' seventeen taelst 
*Gee whiz I' says I to myself. *If he's as easy as 
thatt' An' I begun to break out my brains — 
as much of 'em, that is, as still remained. 

" *Low Guie,' I whispers, over my shoulder, 
*come take a look at this joss for me.' 

"The ol' reprobate paddles out o' the shadows 
in his black, shiny under-breeches an' vi'let bro- 
cade jacket all stained down the frogs from the 
cocktail shaker. It was gettin' too dim outside 
for his lamps : he puts on his big horn specs to 
peek through the slats. 

" *Mm — mm,' says he, with a grunt. *Him 
belong Glad-Happy Joss. Dirty-common. Fat- 
shan-side makeum. One dolla' Mex. You 
wanchee? Om Leong's shop.' 

"Mr. M. must 'a' heard him gobblin' over- 
head ; wrappin' up the joss in a hurry, he splut- 
ters: 

" 'But how imprudent I am! I was warned 
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not to show it until the ship was clean out o' 
Chinese waters. These fanatical natives, you 
know I With temple loot concerned, there's no 
tellin' what they might take it into their heads 
to do.' 

" *Ha, haT says the Ensign, laughin'. *I hard- 
ly think there's much danger I' 

" Then you don't know,' Mr. M. answered 
back, whilst leadin' the way up the street. 
Tou'd ought to read a couple o' pamphlets I 
picked up here — "Superstitious China," an' 
"Chinese Secret Societies." Why, there was an 
Englishman, not so long ago, stole some cure-all 
sticks out of a back-alley temple in Peking. . . .' 
An' the rest I missed, from a string o' coolies 
driftin' along with a jabber an' clatter o' chair- 
poles. Then a bunch o' British artill'rymen 
passed between, scatterin' pipe-sparks, an' I lost 
our pair in the dusk. 

"That night, as we eased ourselves aboard, I 
had it fixed in mind that Mr. Mince an' his joss, 
right under Low Guie's window, was nothin' 
less than an act o' Providence. ^Charmin' ma- 
terials,' I kept mutt'rin' to Patrick here, goin' 
out in the lanch with my head on his shoulder. 
*Oh, charmin', delicious materials, surely, as I 
feel in my bones, Patrichio, if only I'm spared 
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alive in the mornin\ Is that the port ladder?' 
says I, horror-struck. ^Eighty-nine degrees in- 
cline this evenin', I should judge: so I'll ask 
the loan o' your arm, kindly, if you please.' I 
turned in still holdin' fast to the most revenge- 
ful hopes ; an' in the A. M., after that guy — per- 
haps you've heard tell of him — hit me across the 
head with an ax, I woke up to find that I hadn't 
forgotten a thing. 

"At the mail orderly's goin' ashore, I post- 
poned dyin' long enough to beg that he buy me 
a couple o' pamphlets called ^Superstitious 
China' an' ^Chinese Secret Societies.' Which I 
hid, that night, in my dreamin' sack an' read 
from cover to cover, by aid of a nearby standin' 
light, till dog watch. Later on, I lost 'em both 
overboard through a port: as I saw a' ready, that 
game was goin' to work out too gaudy to let any 
clues collect. 

"My next liberty, I moused out alone, with 
a half-pound o' Bull an' two books o' the Pa- 
pers, to Happy Valley. Hours I laid there 
amongst the rose-bushes, beside the graveyard, 
smokin' an' thinkin' an' thinkin' an' smokin', 
whilst three ol' wrinkled, pock-marked Chink 
beggar-men, covered with greasy rags, sat 
cringin', nearby, till I threw 'em my butts. 
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Then, all at once, up I jumps with a Tip — ecT 
that scared 'em back head over heels. I had it, 
from start to finish I 

"So I galloped across the parade, flagged a 
chair, an' rode at a trot to Low Guie's. 

" *Low Guie,' says I, on draggin' him into a 
corner (the salong was full, that day, with Por- 
tuguese, Japs, an' Russian non-com. officers off 
an Auxiliary home-bound) , *Low Guie,' I says, 
*ol' sweetie angel-face, you've got to scratch out 
a Chinese letter for Shorty the payin' guest. 
Vite, pronto, hyaku, fly to it I' 

"He grumbled an' growled an' tried to look 
through me. Then he calls his two half-an'- 
half daughters to watch the bunch, so's no one 
could beat it without payin' up. Fin'lly, shuf- 
flin' back to the cubbyhole where he kept his 
reckonin'-beads an' his water-pipe, he lays out 
ink-slab an' brush. Sittin' down alongside his 
ear, I says: 

" ^To the glass-eyed, long-nosed Paymaster 
(call it Low'dah) on the American ship — an' 
mind, now, that it's all in the solemnest, stateliest 
words you can think of, or not a penny. 

" ^LoW'dah, you have done a bad thing. On 
the empty shelf in that temple, every night the 
lightnin' shoots an' the thunder bangs like a son- 
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of-a-gun. Look close, an' you'll see that the 
Glad-Happy Joss's smile ain't glad-happy any 
longer, but sore as a crab. The result is, who- 
somever has kept him thirty days goes out walk- 
in', some pleasant night, an' has to be brought 
back in a valise, as a consequence o' receivin' the 
Hundred an' One Sword-cuts. To escape 
which, if you feel interested in doin' so, he must 
be returned to the temple in person, with head- 
bumpin's galore (kow-tow). The guy who 
stole him laughed. He is dead in small pieces. 
The guy who sold him laughed. In seven days 
more he is dead in small pieces. Low-dah, 
avoid laughin'. To leave Hongkong does no 
good at all. For thirty days you'll see on 
every dock in the East a Chinaman dressed 
like a coolie with his pigtail rolled up, in 
a seemore costume, an' one eye on you. So 
5ays the Glad-Happy Joss, who is not a joss 
at all, but a very high an' mighty devil o' 
T'se-chouan, as you'll find out, if you start 
takin' liberties with his graven image bought 
for the disgustin' sum o' seventeen taels. Man- 
man/ Got it all, Low-Guie?' 

"He read it through, an' then made to tear 
it up. But I was watchin' for that. 

" *Be nice!' I shouts, dodgin' around the table 
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with it. *It's only a joke, an' you haven't helped 
me" except to the first part, yet. Those Glad- 
Happy Josses, now: they're made up Fatshan 
way? I want half a dozen, six piecee, an' each 
the spit o' the rest. Can do?' 

"Well, such is the power o' the youman mind 
over dumb brutes eUcefra, it fin'lly turned out 
he could. 

" ^Hooray!' says I. An' I clattered down one 
flight, stuck my head in the Ol' England Mani- 
cure Parlors cryin' out, *Oh, see the mouse I' an' 
takin' the second flight four at a time, just bare- 
ly beat a shower o' soap-suds through the street 
door. 

"In five days we were leavin' Hongkong for 
good : it was the end o' the East for us — then the 
Red Sea, Suez, the Mediterranean, Home! I 
was in a perfect stew for fear the six josses 
wouldn't arrive from Fatshan on time. But they 
did. 

"When I went to borrow the price off Patrick 
— havin' spent all my own in helpin' Low Guie 
to meet his rent — I had to put the Irishman wise 
to my plan. When I'd finished, he takes me by 
the scruff o' the neck an' the slack o' the pants, 
an' drives me along the gundeck where Harah 
was stretched out, writin' home. 
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" What's up,' says Harah, blushin' an' stickin' 
his letter under the edge of a corkin'-mat. 

" ^Look well at this young jackass,' groans 
Patrick, ^before I take an' rid the world of him.' 
An' he puts Harah next. 

"Harah made out to whistle. But presently, 
his two eyes begun to shine. He had imagina- 
tion, that guy! His head wasn't full o' County 
Antrim peat! O' course, present comp'ny ex- 
cepted ! 

" ^Have you figured the chances, Shorty,' he 
whispers. 

" ^Save this,' says I. *Just how far you can 
tip a book-learned guy off his plumb by 
pilin' an' pilin' on what disgusts his common 



sense.' 



u r 



Well, well, I may 'a' been a speck hasty, at 
that,' says Patrick, rubbin' his chin. ^Jackass or 
not, you shan't have the chance to call me a tight 
wadr 

"So I an' Patrick an' Harah smuggled the six 
josses out, an' stowed 'em away in our ditty- 
boxes. A tight fit, too I 

"An' after Mr. Mince's last evenin' ashore, 
on the Bund a highly mysterious lookin' Chink 
(with his pigtail rolled up) comes an' hands 
him a chit in laundry-writin'. 
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"An' next day, hot an' hazy, over the stern we 
watched the Peak fade into the sky. . . . 

"Mr. M., he got the idea right off— Lord 
knows why — that some swell-lookin' mandarin's 
daughter, or somethin', had surely slipped him 
a date. In fact, he just had to spread his sus- 
picions around his mess-room — sighin', so I'm 
informed, an' oozin' snatches o' poetry, an' 
leanin' out of a porthole to gaze astern, till 
half his mess were in two minds if they 
shouldn't boost him into the nearest wave, so's 
he could swim back. At Shanghai — ^we were 
kept there two days on matters o' State — Harah 
shadows him to a Chinese silver shop near the 
Astor House, an' pikes him off, through a win- 
dow, wearin' a silly grin whilst havin' the chit 
translated. Well, if Mr. M. went in simp'rin' 
an' blushin', he come out entirely different. 

"Down to the landin' he stamps, very pale an' 
glum. On the string-piece — accordin' to Pat- 
rick, who was deckhand, that day, o' the lanch— 
there stands about twenty half-naked Chink 
dock-rats with their pigtails rolled up, an' 
their eyes well focused on such a prosperous 
sight as Mr. M. Into the lanch's after-quarters, 
with a seasick look, he flops himself in a hurry, 
an' out to the ship kites he. I'm leanin' over, 
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topside, where I can keep eye on his porthole. 
In a few minutes, out o' the port comes a hand, 
an' a flutter o' paper scraps; an' then, with a 
pop an' a splash, overboard in twenty-odd fath- 
oms goes the Glad-Happy Joss I 

" Whoopee!' says I to myself, sashayin' across 
to the starboard gangway, where Patrick was 
holdin' the lanch. *He's fell for it,' I hissed 
down the ladder, in Patrick's ear. *So don't 
bring Harah out, now, till he's got what I sent 
him for.' Which was half a dozen slips o' red 
paper, an' on each one, written out in Chinese, 
*Not so easy, Low-dah; I must be returned in 
person.' 

"That night, by the ward-room galley I 
found a big, black, chalky-eyed Charleston coon, 
named Alexander, who was messman aft, an' 
had the run o' the cabins. 

" ^Alexander,' says I, as solemn an' deep as a 
judge, ^perhaps you've never heard tell o' the 
Sacred Order o' Much High Seagoin' Mon- 
archs? Well, I ain't surprised: that society's 
no thin' if not select an' private. But the Lodge 
on this ship, Alexander, havin' found it in the 
Royal Charter, to wit, "irrespective o' race, 
creed, or color,'^ they've up an' nominated you, 
on probation, to represent Africa. Mind, you'll 
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only rank, whilst on approval, as a Lofty Gran- 
diloquent Double-Crowned Potentate, with per- 
mission to wear the salmon-colored plush robes, 
in Lodge meetin's at home, an' carry the third- 
class scepter. A really worth-while ratin' an' 
uniform, Alexander,' I says, in a kindly way, 
*only comes when a candidate has performed six 
sep'rate, hand-picked deeds o' darin'.' 

"Lofty Grandiloquent Double-Crowned Po- 
tentate an' p'radin' round in a salmon-colored 
plush robe! Why, Heaven, as Alexander'd 
doped it out, prob'ly wasn't a patch on that. A 
trifle more, an' that Plum was ready for any 
deeds o' darin' short o' scuttlin' the ship. 

"So by way of a starter, I told him to take one 
Glad-Happy Joss, with oije red slip, an' sneak 
'em onto Mr. M.'s desk, that night, while his 
mess was finishin' dinner. 

"It was late, through special permission, on 
account o' some one or other's birthday, when 
the lights went out in the ward-room country. 
Mr. M. was seen by the Skipper's orderly tack- 
in' into his cabin, where he suddenly let out a 
squeal that had body to it. Out into the passage 
— or so the orderly takes his oath next day — 
reels the Belly-robber, a-clutchin' my Glad- 
Happy Joss. 
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"Takin' it on the run for the Ensign's cabin, 
he routs the unsuspectin' One-striper out 
on the edge of his bunk, in his Nile-blue 
pajamas. 

" What joke is this?' cries Mr. M., shakin' 
the Glad-Happy Joss in front o' the Ensign's 



nose. 



Joke,' says the Ensign, quite mild an' 
sleepy, wigglin' his toes in the draft. *I don't 
know, I'm sure. Put me wise,' he says. *I ain't 
laughed a hearty laugh since that stuff on the 
gundeck scuttle-butt.' 

" *Don't dodge the issue,' says Mr. M., brist- 
lin'. Tor I ask you, now, man to man, was it 
you that had it fished up ?' 

" Tished up !' says the Ensign, pityin'ly. 
Trom where?' 

" Trom Shanghai Harbor, where I chucked 
it overboard yesterday 1' 

"The One-striper, a nice young fella, he pats 
the Paymaster soothin'ly on the back. 

" There, there, ol' chap,' says he. *Go to bed. 
A fine moonlight night, an' all's well. You can't 
make me jealous,' he says. 

" 'Cross your heart,' says Mr. M., with his 
Yoice quiv'rin', 4t's none o' your doin's?' 

" 'On a stack o' Bibles, if you prefer it that 
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way/ the Ensign says, *I ain't given your darn 
ol' joss a thought since Hongkong.' 

"O' course I don't know quite how he fixed it 
up in his mind, those still, hot nights, runnin' 
south, when the phosphorus streaks were like 
dead ones twistin' their arms an' legs deep down 
in the waves, an' the water gurgled alongside 
like Chinese voices plannin' a murder, an' now 
an' then the moon rose up blood-red behind the 
bat-wing sail of a junk. Every evenin', I know, 
he sneaked away to his cabin early: Alexander 
always found him there, readin' pamphlets, 
smokin', or starin' at the Glad-Happy Joss on 
the desk. But the chow was no better; an' 
whatever part o' the gundeck had listened to 
Gatsch picked on poor little Shorty more an' 
more. . . . 

"Then we ran into soppy mists, an' hot, fevery 
smells, an' passed chawcolate-colored natives in 
dug-outs, an' slipped into Singapore Roads — 
all fat, juicy palm trees, an' so on, under a yel- 
lowish sheet o* rain. We coaled ship there. A 
few mealy-mouthed, boot-lickin' politicians — I 
ain't namin' names — ^stretched a leg up the Es- 
planade. But Mr. Mince slinks ashore with a 
parcel under his arm to the Chinese quarter. 

"Just before sailin', back he comes, lickety- 
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split, in a gharry. An\ jumpin' out, empty- 
handed, on Johnston Pier, he fairly bumps into 
a group o' Chink coal-passers, bare to the waist, 
with their pigtails rolled up. . . . 

"That evenin' — ^we were movin' again — as I 
was pryin' into my ditty-box, up slides the Shine 
Alexander. Makin' some foolish sign that I'd 
given him, he wheezes, exceedingly stealthy: 

" *I just been thinkin'. High Superior Second 
Cousin in Royalty, about these here salmon 
plush robes. They don't seem to be drawin' 
near to me quite like they should,' he says. 
These here deeds o' darin',' he says, *to try 
me out, so far they're su'prisin'ly scarce an' 
tame.' 

"Tame!' says I, almost shocked. Why, 
Alexander, you little know, it seems, what high- 
power stunts you've been trusted with. You see 
this joss in my ditty-box, an' this red slip? Get 
between me, now, an' those pinocle-players yon- 
der, an' take 'em quick: you're goin' to sneak 
'em into Mr. M.'s cabin to-night' 

"Next day Mr. Mince looked to me like he 
needed sleep. 

"Everythin' was comin' almost too slick. I 
an' Patrick an' Harah talked it over around the 
smokin'-lamp. 
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" *He may get foxy,' says Patrick, trainin' a 
shot on the spit-kit, 'an' hide it away close at 
hand. Or he may get foxier yet, an' give no 
more notice to it. Then, Shorty, your bluflP is 
called.' 

" *Sure,' says Harah, grinnin', 'unless we're 
prepared to execute him on shore, with all the 
trimmin's, as scheduled.' 

" *We must keep him on the run,' says I. I 
borrowed a Canton photo off Harah — a Chink 
lyin' croaked in Execution Alley right after get- 
tin' the Hundred an' One Cuts for his — an' 
Alexander slipped it amongst the magazines on 
his mess- table. Mr. M., I'm told, had no ap- 
petite to speak of that evenin'. 

"At Penang, all sweet-scented, sticky, an' 
choky, we had a bunch of American ladies 
aboard. Big, flappy white hats, lingeree cos- 
tumes, high heels, white silk stockin's — hooray, 
hooray I Right there I stopped rememb'rin' the 
Hundred Steps an' Ship Street; I begun to feel 
-^how shall I say? — patriotic. 

"They saw the ship, an' had tea in the ward- 
room ; they cut buttons off o' the officers' blouses, 
an' wanted to swipe the spoons. It was prac- 
tic'Uy home again. In the gloamin', one straw- 
berry blonde, thankin' Mr. M. half to death, 
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goes down the side with my second Glad-Happy 
Joss wrapped up under her arm. 

"The Belly-robber was white as his uniform. 
Through a pair o' glasses he watched her an' 
watched her, ashore, till sheM totally vanished. 
Then, just as we started, heavin' up a tremenjous 
sigh o' relief, he went below. An' in the twi- 
light, when everythin's sad an' spooky, wander- 
in' into his cabin, what does he see on his desk, 
but the Glad-Happy Joss 1 

"Somethin' tells me that was when Mr. M.'s 
brains begun to soften for fair. You see, he kept 
it all under his belt, except lallygaggin' around 
like a wilted lily, an' sighin', an' lettin' fall dis- 
mal hints. 
. "The ward-room begun to discuss him. 

" ^Delusions o' persecution, / take it to be,' 
says a Two-striper, in the hearin' o' Patrick. 

" Tess that than ghosts,' says the Doc. 
'Ghosts, hobgoblins, an' wigglers, arisin', prob- 
'ly, from a disorderly stummick. "Alas, Doc," 
he says to me yesterday, when I was for havin' 
a squint at his tongue, "alas. Doc," he says, 
"there's a lot more doin' in sea an' sky than you 
Horashos are next to." The size of it is,' the 
Doc ends up, 'he's got an idea how somethin' 
that don't use legs is after him an' not to be 
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shook. Nux vomica an' the Flatiron Corner 
should set him right' 

" Not much later in that run, the O. D., hear- 
in' a wild sort o' laugh toward midnight, leans 
over the side to see a je ne sais quaw drop out 
o' Mr. M.'s window. Next mornin', the junior 
mess an' the ward- room both had it all fixed: 
how Mince was paralyzin' himself every night 
in his cabin, an' chuckin' away the empties. But 
Alexander, fresh from makin' the Paymaster's 
bed, reports that Glad-Happy Joss Number 
Three is gone. 

"Well, when the son-of-a-gun turned in that 
night, believin' himself a free man at last, an' 
stuck his feet down in his berth, an' jammed his 
toes against Number Four, one leap lands him 
out in the passage, with his sheets round his 
neck. Alexander was there as it happened, 
nineteen feet high, more or less, an' all dressed 
in white. I'd just been feedin' the Shine more 
dope to ease him along — initiations, coffins, you- 
man skulls, shrouded figures, an' so on. At that 
moment, between the two of 'em, they were the 
worst-scared couple in Asia. 

"That settled it. Next day, Mr. M., all blue 
round the gills, he boards the Skipper direct. 
The poor ol' man was able, by then, to take the 
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air in his bamboo rockin'-chair on the quarter- 
deck. I an' Patrick, mussin' around the cowls 
for dear life with buckets an' brushes, we didn't 
miss much. 

" *But I mustl' cries out Mr. M. *I must, sir I 
I must! Not only a family matter, but also a 
question o' life an' death 1' 

" *As I understand it, then,' says the Skipper, 
regretfully puttin' aside the funny page of a six 
months' old 'World,' *as I understand it, just 
what you yearn for most is to catch a boat back 
from Colombo?' 

" *Oh, thank you, sir,' says Mr. Mince, slap- 
pin' his two hands together. 

" *An' yet you won't give your reasons,' OV 
Particular muses. 'Harumph! Mmmnckl 
Howickl' says he, risin' up an' feebly shufflin* 
toward the side. *To my thinkin', you're makin' 
a sad mistake, Mr. Mince, a-puttin' it all 
up to me, in such agonizin' shape, as you 
have 1' 

"We come to Colombo. 

"Me for those balmy, sunshiny, cinnamon- 
scented climes, where the catamarans come ske- 
daddlin' out with fruit that's fruit, an' the roads 
all smell like a lady's handkerchief , an' the girls' 
little calico jackets leave off right under their 
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arms. Some time I'd like to own a shack out 
by Mount Lavinia, where I could lie all day, 
stickin' my nose in a sangaree, or watchin' the 
palms hang over the beach, or dreamin' o' Mr. 
Mince, with his passage bought back to Hong- 
kong on the P. and O. Nicobar. 

"D'you know that allejrway where the Parsees 
prowl up an' down, peddlin' phony rubies? 
.Right there, beside the Canton Silk Shop 
(where I got the Chink to paint an address on a 
slip o' red paper) you'll find a small, ratty re- 
sort, upstairs, hangin' over the alley: a hump- 
back bar, a picture o' Queen Victoria, an' re- 
freshments to make a dead dog sit up an' howl 
for a chaser. I an' Patrick had given that place 
a tone all one evenin', twelve months before ; but 
don't think they'd forgot us in that timel The 
rough-house we heard inside while still on the 
stairs was prob'ly the boss an' the bartender 
makin' haste to tear up the license. 

"We found what we were lookin' for there — 
a Jap. smokin'-room boy off the Nicobar^ who'd 
been a handy man, not long since, back in Yoko- 
hama, at Number Six. He knew us, too; in 
fact, he was so glad to see us, we let the poor 
fella come across for a bottle o' sweet cham- 
pane. . . . What was it, Patrick, made the 
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bartender so sore, round eight bells, that 
evenin'?" 

His messmate, opening one eye, sucked his 
teeth reflectively. He suggested : 

"Perhaps your poppin' the clock out the win- 
dow, whilst he was throwin' that half-caste 
downstairs as a warnin'. I think the crash in 
the alley kind o' got on his nerves." 

'^-He'd moved it ahead on us three times," 
Shorty explained. "An' I ain't used to havin' 
my shore-leave lopped off like that. But Gee — 
if they don't get you one way they do another I 
He delib'rately called in the boss, turned out 
the lights, an' went after us bald-headed. . . . 
Me, I wasn't embarrassed so easy, however, in 
those days. I had the whole dump by heart: 
when they pulled the dark-change, I was out 
an' aw revoir with a fresh quart under each 
arm." 

"Before / left," murmured Patrick, feeling 
his knuckles, "some one surely soaked me — ^with 
the side of a dure, I think. So, not to be impo- 
lite, I felt round an' landed one wallop. . . . 
Pray Hiven forgive me, I think 'twas the Nico- 
barjzpr 

"He developed a grand little eye, I know, 
outside," nodded Shorty, vivaciously. "In fact, 
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it's a wonder, with all we endured that evenin', 
he ever remembered what we'd framed up with 
him! 

"Now, in the mornin', when the good P. an' 
O. Nicobar, Colombo-Hongkong, broke out the 
blue-peter, our Mr. Mince, Lord love him well, 
was aboard her — " 

"You mean to tell me — " 

"I posit-/t?^-ly dol The crownin' achieve- 
ment o' Shorty's career! 

"O' course, he never made Hongkong an' 
back in time to catch the Oklahoma again, ong 
route. But we hadn't been drydocked long in 
the Brooklyn Yard, when I drew somethin' rich, 
one day, at mail — o. Parts of it I can remem- 
ber still, word for word. 

" *Yours despicably' — it reads — 'who is trans- 
lated here by Tami Kobayashi, friendly scholar 
to English-nation, obeyin' all your honorable 
bequests, watch the Mister on voyage through 
eagle-eye. Walks on topside, as for, all day all 
night; very tremblin' if some Chinese-nation 
body-servant seein'. Cabin also, day on day, 
lookin' into by honorable keyhole style, spy joss, 
then one day no.' (That," interjected Shorty, 
"was where he got his last relapse to common 
sense, which same I'd expected.) *So,' to re- 
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sume, 'yours despicably, hurryin' quick, on tip 
of toes, while every one tiffin eatin', make new 
joss in place, from pair of two, your kind gift. 
Mister as for, at find of new one all in lieu, 
much struck with admiration, slappin' brow, 
an' groanin'. . . . 

" *On Bund of Hongkong, by august order, 
some Chinese-nation coolie hand Mister a writ- 
ten chit in reddish paper, an' is quickly no more 
viewed. Mister, takin' joss under honorable 
elbow-pit, in S. S. Ho-nam up-river conde- 
scended to Fatshan — ' " 

"Fatshan?" 

"Why," explained Shorty, patiently, **at 
Hongkong he had to be told just where the tem- 
ple was, hadn't he? So I thought the address 
most enlightenin', an' satisfact'ry to all con- 
cerned, was the Fatshan pottery where they 
turned 'em out by the gross. . . ." 

In a little while Patrick, biting at his cigar- 
end, added: 
j "In fact, he never returned to our ship." 

^'An' the next Paymaster," Shorty declared, 
"was a youman bein'." 

"And Alexander? How did you break it to 
him that there wasn't any such thing as a Sacred 
Order of Seagoing Monarchs?" 
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"We didn't. Nothin' so raw. I told him it 
was too bad, an' we felt for him from our heart, 
but at the last minute J. Gatsch had blackballed 
him. Alexander, six feet high an' none too deli- 
cate, meets Gatsch, it seems, by some horrible 
chance, that same night, near the Brooklyn 
Bridge. Poor Gatsch I He never knew who it 
was soaked hin:\, or why. But Shorty, remem- 
berin' 'way, 'way back, he knew why!" 

A pause. 

"Faith," ruminated Patrick, while the Ger- 
man band played a barcarole pianissimo, "those 
were the days, af ther all !" 

"You talk like an elderly manl" 

"Ha, little better, indadel On cruise, in 
thick weather, the rheumatism gets into me 



now." 



Shorty laughed derisively; but his eye did not 
show its usual twinkle. I read his thoughts. 

Time comes to most, and maybe takes most 
unawares, when a first vague inflexibility of the 
body is accompanied by a subtle stiffness of the 
spirits. Then one recalls, but does not revive, 
old aptitude for pranks; though one remembers 
old adventures in their every part, one can no 
longer duplicate in action those bizarre details. 
And, gazing at my two friends — both changed 
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considerably in mien and uniform since first I 
knew them — I reflected that they had probably 
gone "on the beach*' in far countries for their 
last defiance of the rational world. . . . 

The music ceased; the tables were all bare 
save ours; an old tired waiter stood nearby mut- 
tering. A clock struck twelve, and we wended 
cityward to bed. 
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